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CHAPTER I. 

! 

N 

!: It seemed to be witli great reluctance, that the 
poor 2;irl carried back her recolleciion to that terrible 
day, which had separated us, as we then thought, for- 
ever. She hesitated, — and seemed half ashamed, and 
i almost unwilhng to speak of what had followed after 
that separation. I pitied her, — and great as was ray 
curiosity, if my feelings on that occasion deserve so 
trifling a name, I could ahDcist have wished her to pass 
-over the iniervai in silence. Distressing doubts and 
dreadful apprehensions crowded upon me, and I al- 

' most dreaded to hear her spea! . But siie hid her face 
in my bosom, and mjrrauring in a voice half choked 
with sobs, " my husbSnd must know it," — she began- 

^ her story. 

y\ She was ah'eady, she said, more than half dead with 
V friehr and horror, and the first blow- lliat colonel Moore 
^ struck, beat her senseless to the ground. When she 
came to her senses, she found herself lying on a bed, 
in a room which she did not recollect ever to have 
seen before. She rose from the bed as well as her 
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bruises would allow her ; — for she did not ino/e wiih- 
out difiiculiy. The room was prniiily furnislied ; the 
bed was hung with curtains, neat and coinforiable ; a 
dressing table stood in one corner ; and ihere was all 
the usual furniture of a lady's bed-chamber, — but it 
was not like any room in the house at Spring-Meadow. 

She tried to open the doors of which there were 
two, — but both were fastened. She endeavored to get 
a peep from the windows, in the hoj)e tliat she might 
know some part of the pros[)ect. But she could only 
discover that the house seemed to be surrounded by 
trees ; for the windows were guarded on the outside 
by close blinds, which were fastened in some way she 
did not understand, so that she could not open them. 
This fastening of the doors and windows, satisfied her 
that she was held a ])risoner, and confirmed all her 
worst suspicions. 

As she passed by the dressing table, she caught a 
look at the glass. Her face was deadly pale;— her hair 
fell in loose disorder over her shoulders, and looking 
down, she saw stains of blood upon her dress, but 
whether her own or. her husband's she could not tell. 
She sat down on the bed-side ; her head was dizzy 
and confused, and she scarcely knew wiiether she was 
awake or dreaming. 

Presently one of the doors opened, and a v.oman 
entered. It was Miss Riity,* as she wa-i called among 
the . servants at Spring-Meadow, a pretty, dark-com- 
plesion.pd damsel, who enjoyed nt that time, the sta- 
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tion and dignity of oolonel Moore's favorite. Cassy's 
heart beat hard, while she heard some one fumbling at 
the lock. When the door opened she was glad to 
see that it was only a woman, and one whom she 
knew. She ran towards her, caught her by the hand, 
and begged her protection. The girl laughed, and 
asked what sh3 was afraid of. Cassy hardly knew 
what answer to make. After hesitating a moment, she 
])egged Miss Ritty to tell her where she was, and what 
they intended to do with her. 

"It is a fine place you 're in," was the answer, 
" and when master comes, ^-ou can ask him what is to 
be done with you." This was said with a significant 
titter, which Cassy knew too well how to interpret. 

Though Miss Ritty had evaded a direct afiswer to 
her inquiry, it now occurred to her where she must 
be. This woman, she recollected, occupied a small 
house, — the same that once had been inhabited by Cas- 
sy's mother and by mine, — at a considerable distance 
from any other on the plantation. It was surrounded 
by a little grove which almost hid it from view, and 
was very seldom visited by any of the servants. Miss 
Riity looked upon herself, and was in fact regarded by 
,the rest of us, as a person of no little consequence ; 
and though she sometimes condescended to make 
visits, she was not often anxious to have them return- 
ed. Cassy, however, had been once at her house. 
There were two little rooms in front, into which she 
Was freely admitted ; but the room behind was locked, 
and it was whispered among the servants, that colonel 
Moore kept the key, so that even Miss Ritty herself 
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did not enter it except in his company. This perhaps 
was scandal ; but Gassy recollected to have noticed 
that the windows of this room were protected against 
impertinent curiosity, by close blinds on the outside ; 
and she no longer doubted where she was. 

She told Miss Ilitty as much., and inquired, if her 
mistress knew of her return. 

Miss Ritty could not tell. 

She asked if her mistress had got another maid in 
her place. 

Miss Rilty did not know. 

She begged for permissi 'n to go and see her mis- 
tress ; but thai;, Miss Ritty said, was impossible. 

She requested that her mistress n:ight be told where 
she was ; and that she wished very much to see her. 
Miss Ritiy said ihat she would be gU 1 to oblige her, 
but she was not much in the habit of going to the 
House, and the last time she was there, Mrs Moore 
had spoken to her so spitefully, that she was determin- 
ed never to go again, unless she were absolutely obli^ 
ed to. 

• Having thus exhausted r- '-cry resource, poor. Gassy 
threw herself upon the bed, hid her face in the bed-- 
clothes, and sought relief in tears. 

It was now Miss Ritty 's turn. She patted the poor 
sirl on the shoulder, bade her not be down-hearted;' 
and unlocking a bureau which stood in the room, she 
took out a dress which she pronounced to be mighty 
handsome. She bade Cassy get up and put it on, for 
her master would be coming presently. This was 
what Gassy feared ; but she hoped, if she could not 
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escape the visit, at Jeast to defer it. So she told Miss 
Ritty that she was too sick to see any body ; she ab- 
solutely refused to look at her dresses, and begged to 
be allowed to die in peace. Miss Ritty laughed when 
she spoke of dying ; yet she seemed a iitlle alarmed 
at the idea of it, and inquired what was the matter. 

Gassy told her that she had seen and suffered 
enough that day, to kill any body ; that her head was 
sick and her heart was broken, and the sooner death 
came to her relief the better. She then mustered 
courage to mention my name, and endeavored to dis- 
cover what had become of me. Miss Ritty again 
shook her head and declared (hat she could give no 
information. 

At this moment the door opened, and colonel 
Moore came in. He had a hifcsard and cuilty look. 
The fluslT w-hich overspread his fnce, when she had last 
seeu him, was wholly gone ; his countenance was pale 
and ghastly. She had never seen him look so before, 
and she trembled at the sight of him. ile bade Ritty 
begone ; but told her to wait in the front room as per- 
haps he might need her assistance. He bv Ited iJ-.o 
door, and sat down on the bed by Casey's side. 
Slje started up in terror, and retired to the farthest 
corner of the rocm. He smiled scornfully, and bade 
her come back and sit down beside him. She obey- 
ed ; — for however reluctant, she could do no better. 
He took her hand, and threw one arm' about her Waist. 
Again she shrank from him and W'Ould have fled ; but 
he stainped his foot impatiently, Eind in a harsh tone, 
bade her be quiet, 
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For a moment he was silent; — then changing his 
manner, he summoned up his habitual smile, and began 
in that mild, gentle, insinuating tone, in which he 
\vas quite unsurpassed. He plied her with flattery, 
soft words and generous promises. Ho reproached 
her, but without any harshness, for her attempts to 
evade the kindness he intended her. He then spoke 
of me ; but no sooner had he entered on that subject 
than his voice rose, his face became flushed again, and 
he seemed in manifest danger of loosing his temper. 

She interrupted him, and besought him to tell her 
how I did and what had become of me. He, answered 
that I was well enough ; much better than I deserved 
to be ; but she need give herself no further thought or 
trouble on that score, for he intended to send me out 
of the country as soon as I was able to travel, and she 
need not hope nor expect ever to see me again. 

She throw herself at his feet and be£2:ed that she 
might be sent off and sold with me. He affected to 
be greatly surprised at this request, and inquired why 
she made it. She told him, that after all that had hap- 
pened, it were better that she should not live any 
longer in his family ; — beside, if she were sold at the 
sarne time, the same person might buy her that bought 
her husband. That word, husband, put him into a vio- 
lent passion. He told her that she had no husband, 
and wanted none ; for he would be better than a hus- 
band to her. He said tliat he was tired of her folly,, 
and with a significant look, he bade her not be a fool, 
but to leave off whining and crying, be a good girl, and 
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do as her master desired ; was it not a servant's duty 
to obey her master ? 

She told him that she was sick and wretched, and 
begged him to leave her. Instead of doing so, he 
threw his arms about her neck, and declared that her 
being sick was all imagination, for he had never seen 
her look half so handsome. 

She started up but he caught her in his arms, and 
dragged her towards the bed. Even at that terrible 
moment her presence of mind did not forsake her. 
She exerted all her strength, and succeeded in break- 
away from his hateful embraces. Then summoning up 
all her energies, she looked him in the face, as well as 
her tears would allow her, and striving to command 
her voice, " Master, — Father," she cried, " what is it 
you would have of your own daughter ?" 

Colonel Moci-e staggered as if a bullet had struck 
him. A burning -blush overspread his face ; he would 
have spoken, but the words seemed to stick in his 
throat. This confusion was only for a moment. In 
an instant he recover^ Bis self-possession, and \vith 
out taking any notice of her last appeal, he merely said, 
that if she was really sick", lie did not wish to trouble 
her. With these words he unbolted the door, and 
walked out of the room. 

She heard him talking with Miss Ritty ; and he had 
been gone but a few moments, before she entered. 
She "began with a long siring of questions about what 
colonel Moore had said and. done ; but when Cassy 
did not seem inclined to give her any answer, she 
laughed, and thanked her, and told her she need not 
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trouble herself, for she had been peeping and listening 
at the key-hole, the whole time. She said, she could 
not imagine, why Cassy made such a fuss. In a very 
young girl it might be excusable ; but in one as old as 
she was, and a married woman too, she could not un- 
derstand it. Such is the morality, and such the 
modesty to be expected in a slave ! 

The poor girl was in no humor for controversy ; so 
she listened to this ribaldry without making any answer 
to it. Yet even at this moment, a faint ray of hope be- 
gan to display itself. It occurred to her, that if Miss 
Ritty could be made sensible of the risk she ran in 
aiding to create herself a rival, she would not be pleas- 
ed at the prospect of being perhaps supplanted in a sit- 
uation, which she seemed to find so very agreeable. 
This idea appeared to offer some chance of gaining 
over Miss Ritty to aid her in escaping from Spring- 
Meadow; and at once, she resolved to act upon it. It 
was necessary to be cautious and to feel her way, lest 
by piqueing the girl's pride, she might deprive her- 
self of all the advantage to be gained from working up- 
on her fears. 

She approached the subject gradually, and soon 
placed it in a light, in which, it was plain, her com- 
panion had never viewed it. When it was first suggest- 
ed to her, she expressed a deal of confidence in her 
own beauty, and affected to have no fears ; — yet it soon 
became obvious, that notwithstanding all her boasting, 
she was a good deal aWmed. Indeed it was quite im- 
possible for her, to look her anticipated rival in the 
face, and nc4 to be so. Cassy was well pleased to see 
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the effect of her suggestions ; and began to entertain 
some serious hopes of once more making her escape. 

It was, to be sure, a miserable, and most probably 
an ineffectual resource, this running away. But what 
else could she do ? What other hope was there of 
escaping a fate which all her womanly and all her reli- 
f|;ious feelings taught her to regard with the utmost hor- 
ror and detestation ? This was her onl)t^hance ; she 
would try it, and trust in God's aid to give her endea- 
vors a happy issue. 

She now told Ritty distinctly, how she felt, what 
she intended, and what assistance she wanted. Her 
new confederate applauded her resolution. "Certainly, 
if colonel Moore was really her father, that did make a 
difference ; and her being a methodist might help to 
account for her feelings, for she knew that sort of folks 
were mighty strict in all their notions." 

But though Miss Ritty was ready enough to encour- 
age and applaud, she seemed very reluctant to take 
any active pari in aiding and abetting an escape, which 
though apparently it tended to promote her interests, 
might end, if her agency in it were discovered, in 
bringing her into danger and disgrace. 

Several plans were talked over, but Miss Ritty had 
some objection to all of them. She preferked any 
thing to the risk of being suspected by hr»r master, of 
plotting to defeat his wishes. As they found great dif- 
ficulty in fixing upon any feasible plan, it was agreed 
at last, in order to gain time, to give out that Gassy 
was extremely sick. This indeed was hardly s fiction; 
— for nothing but the very critical nature of her situa,. 
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tion had enabled the poor girl to sustain herself against 
the shocks and miseries of the last four and twenty 
hours. Ritty undertook to pursuade her master, that the 
best thing he oould do, was to let her alone till she got 
better. She would promise to take her into training in 
the mean time, and was to assure colonel Moore, that 
she did not doubt of being soon able to convince her, 
that it was both her interest and her duty, to comply 
with her master's wishes. 

So far things went extremely well. They had 
hardly arranged their plan, ^before they heard colonel 
Moore's step in the outer room. Ritty ran to him, 
and succeeded in pursuading him lo go away without 
any attempt to see Cassy. He commended her zeal, 
and promised to be governed by her advice. The 
next day a circumstance happened which neither Cassy 
nor Rilty had anticipated, but which proved very favo- 
rable to their design. Colonel Moore was obliged to 
set off for Baltimore, without delay. Some pressing 
call of business, made his immediate departure indis- 
pensable. Before setting out, however, he found time 
to visit Miss Ritty, and to enjoin upon her to keep a 
watchful eye upon Cassy, and to take care and bring 
her to her senses, before his return. 

If Cassy was to escape at all, now was her time. 
She soon hit upon a scheme. Her object was, to 
screen Ritty from suspicion as much as to favor her 
own flight. Luckily the same arrangement might be 
made to accomplish both purposes. Cassy could only 
escape through the door or out of the windows. Es- 
caping through the door was out of the question) be- 
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cause Ritty had the key of it, and was supposed to be 
sleeping or watching, or both together, in the front 
room. The escape then must be by the windows. 
These did not lift up as is commonly the case, but 
opened upon hinges on the inside. The bhnds by 
which they were guarded on ihe outside were slats 
nailed acros.s the window-frames and not intended lo 
be opened. These must be cut or broken, and as they 
were of pine, this was a task of no great difrculty. Rit- 
ty brought a couple of table knives, and assisted in cut- 
ting them away, — though according to the story she 
was to tell her master, she was sleeping all the time, 
most soundly and unsuspiciously, and Cassy must have 
secretly cut away the slats with a pocket-knife. 

Early in the evening of colonel Moore's departure, 
every thing was ready, and Cassy was to sally forth as 
soon as she dared to venture. Ritty agreed not to 
give any notice of her escape till late the next day; 
This delay she could account for by the plea of not 
being able to find the overseer, and by a pretended un- 
certainty as to whether it would be colonel Moore's 
wish, that the overseer should be informed at all about 
the matter. At all events, they hoped that no very 
vigorous pursuit would be made until colonel Moore's 
return. 

Cassy now made ready for her departure. She felt 
a pang at the idea of leaving me ; — but as Ritty could 
not or would not tell her what had become of me, and 
as she knew, that separated and helpless as we were, 
it was impossible for us to render each other any assis- 
tance, she rightly judged, that she would best serve me, 
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and best comply with my wishes, by adopting the only 
plan, that seemed to carry with it any likelihood of 
preserving herself from the violenc3 she dreaded. 

Casey had supphed herself from Ritty's allowance, 
with fo'- d enough to last for several days. It was now 
quite dark, and time for her to go. She kissed her 
hostess and confederate, who seemed much affected at 
dismissing her on so lonely and hopeless an adventure, 
and who freely gave her what little money she had. 
Cassy wag. a good deal touched at this unexpected gen- 
erosity. She let herself down from the window, bade 
ilitty farewell, and summoning up all her resolution 
and self-command, she took the nearest vi^ay across the 
fields, towards the high-road. This road was little 
traveled except by the people of Spring-Mecdow and 
one or two other neighboring plantations, and at this 
hour of the evening, there was little danger of meeting 
any body, except perhaps a night-walking slave, who 
would be as anxious as herself to avoid being seen. 
There was no moon, — but the glimmer of the star- 
light served to guide her steps. She felt no apprehen- 
sion of losing her way, for she had frequently been in 
the carriage with her rnistress, as far as the little village 
at the court-house of the county ; and it was hither, 
that in the first instance, she determined to go. 

She arrived there, without having met a single sonl. 
As yet there were no signs of morning. All was still, 
save the monotonous chirpings of the summer insects, 
interrupted now and then b;,' the crowing of a cock or 
the barking of a watch-dog. The village consisted of 
a dilapidated court-house, a black-smith's shop, a tav-; 
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em, two or three stores, and half a dozen scattered 
houses. It was situated at the meeting of two roads. 
One of these she knew, led into thp road that ran to- 
wards Baltimore. She had flattered herself with the 
idea of reaching that city, -where she had many ac- 
quaintances, and where she hoped she might find pro- 
tection and employment. Her chance of ever getting 
there was very small. Baltimore was some two or 
three hundred miles distant ; and she did not even 
know which of the roads that met at the court-house 
she ought to take. She could not inquire the way, 
beg a cup of cold water, or even be seen uj,on the 
road, without the greatest danger of being taken up 
as a run-away, and carried back to the master from 
whom she was flying. 

After hesitating for some time, she took one of the 
roads that offered themselves to her choice, and walked 
on with vigor. The excitement of the last day or two 
seemed to give her an unnatural strength, for after a 
walk of some twenty miles, she felt fresher than at 
first. But the light of the morning dawn, which began 
to show itself, reminded her that it was no longer safe 
to pursue her journey. Close by the road 'dewas a 
friendly thicket, the shrubs and weeds all d-ipping with 
the dew. She had gone but a little way among' them, 
when she found them so high and close as to furnish a 
sufficient hiding-place. She knelt down, and destitute 
as she was of human absistance, she besought the aid 
and guardian care of Heaven. After eating a L>can\y 
*meal, — for it was necessary to husband her provisions, 
—she scraped the leaves together Into a rude bed, and 
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composed herself to sleep. The three preceding nights 
she had scarcely slept at all, — but she made it up 
now, for she did not wake till late in the afternoon. 

As soon as evening closed in, she started again, and 
walked as vigorously as before. The road forked fre- 
quently ; and she had no means of determining which 
of the various courses she ought to follow. She 
took one or the other, as her judgment, or rather as 
her fancy decided ; and she comforted herself with the 
notion, that wnether right or wrong in her selections, 
at all events, she was getti:ig further from Spring-Mea- 
dow. 

In the course of the msht she met several travel- 
ers. Some of them passed without seeming to notice 
her. She discovered some at a distance and conceal- 
ed herself in the bushes till they had passed. But she 
did not always escape so easily. Mure than once, she 
was stopped and questioned, — but luckily she succeed- 
ed in giving satisfactory answers. Indeed there was 
nothing in her complexion, especially in the uncertain 
light of the evening, that would clearly indicate her to 
be a slave ; and in answering the questions that were' 
put to her, she took care to say nothing that would be- 
tray her condition. One of the men who questioned 
her, shook his head, and did not seem satisfied ; 
another, sat on his horse and watched her till she was 
fairly out of sight ; a third told her, that she was a 
very suspicious character ; — but all three suffered 
her to psss. She was the less liable to interruption, 
because in Virginia, the houses of the inhabitants are 
not generally situated along the public roads. The 
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planters usually prefer lo boild at some distance from 
the high way, — and the roads, passing along the high- 
est and most barren tracts, wind their weary length 
through a desolate, and what seems almost an uninhab- 
ited country. When morning approached again, she 
concealed herself as before, and waited for the return 
of night to pursue her journey. 

She proceeded in this way for four days, or rather 
nights, at the end of which time her provisions were 
entirely exhausted. She had wandered she knew not 
whither, — and the hope of reaching Baltimore, which 
at first had lightened her fatigue, was now quite gone. 
She knew not what to do. To go much further with- 
out assistance was scarcely possible. Yet should she 
ask any where for food or guidance, though she stood 
some chance perhaps of passing for a free white wo- 
man, still her complexion, and the circumstance of her 
travelling alone, might cause her to be suspected as a 
run-away, and very probably, she would be stopped, 
put into some jail, and detained there, till suspicion 
was changed into certainty. 

She was traveling rlowly along, the fifth night, ex- 
hausted with hunger and fatigue, and reflecting upon 
her unhappy situation, when descending a hill, the 
road came suddenly upon the banks of a broad river. 
There was no bridge ; but a ferry boat was fastened to 
the shore, and close by was the ferry house, which 
seemed also to be a tavern. Here was a new per-' 
plexity. She could not c ■ Iver without calling 

up the ferry people or wai- . ' ley made their ap- 
pearance, and this would ng herself at once 
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to lhat risk of detection which she had resolved to de- 
fer to the very last mo'iient. Yet to turn back and seek 
another road seemed to be an expedient equally des- 
perate, jiny otlier road, which did not lead in a direc- 
tion opposite to lhat which she wished to follow, v;ould 
be likely to bring her again upon the banks of the snme 
river ; and as she could not live without food, she 
would be soon compelled to apply somewhere for as- 
sistance, and to face the detection she was so anxious 
to avoid. 

She sat down by the road side, resolved to wait for 
the morning and to take her chance. There was a 
field of con? near the house, and the stalks were cover- 
ed with roasting earso She had no fire, nor the means 
of kindling one, but the sweet milky taste of the unripe 
kernels served to satisfy the cravings of hunger. 

She had chosen a place where she could observe 
the first movements about the ferry house. The 
morning had but just dawned, when she saw a man 
open the door and come out of it. He was black, and 
she walked boldly up to him, and told him tliat she 
was in gteat haste and wished to be taken across the 
ferry immediately. The fellow seemed rather snrnris- 
ed at seeing a woman, a traveler, alone, and at that 
hour of the morning ; — but after staring at her a minute 
or two, he appeared tu recollect that here was an op- 
portunity of turning an honest penny, and muttering 
something about the earliness of the hour, and the ferry 
boat not starling till after sunrise, he offered to take 
her across in a canoe, for half a dollar. This price 
she did not hesitate to pay ; and the fellow no doubt-. 
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put it into bis own pocket, without ever recollecting to 
hand it over to his master, or to mention a word to 
him about »his early passenger. 

They entered the boat, and he paddled her across. 
She did not dare to ask any questions, lest she should 
betray herself, and she did her best to quiet the curi- 
osity of the boatman, who however, was very civil and 
easily satisfied. Having landed on the opncsile shore, 
she traveled on a mile or two further. By this time 
it was broad day-light and she concealed herself as 
usual. 

At night, she set out again. But she was faint with 
hi-iger, her shoes were almost worn out, her feet were 
swollen and very painful, and altogether, her situation 
was any thing but comfortable. She seemed to have 
got off the high-way, and to be traveling some cross- 
road, which wound along through dreary and deserted 
fields, and appenrd to be very little frequented. Ail 
that night, she did not meet a single person or pass a 
single house. Painful as was the effort, she still strug- 
gled to drag along her weary steps ; but her spirits 
were broken, her heart was sinking, and her strength 
was almost gone. At length the njOinin!^ dawned ; 
but the wretched Cassy did ^lot seek her customary 
hiding-place. She still kept on in hopes of reaching 
some house. She was now quite subdued ; and chose to 
risk her liberty, an.' even tc hazard being carried 
back to Spring-Meadow and subjected to the fearful 
fate froin which she was flying, rather than perish with 
hunger and fatigue. Sad indeed it is, that the noblest 
resolution and the loftiest stubbornness of soul is com- 
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pelled so often to yield to the base necessities of ani- 
mal nature, and from a paltry and irrational fear of 
death, — of which tyrants have ever known so well to 
take advantage, — to sink down from the lofty height of 
heroic virtue, to the dastard submisr.iveness cf a craven 
and obedient slave ! 

She had not gone far before she saw a low mean 
looking house by the road side. It was a small build- 
ing of logs, blackened with age, and not a little 
dilapidated. Half the panes or more, were wanting in 
the two or three little windows with which it w'as pro- 
vided, and their places were supplied by old hats, old 
coats, and pieces of plank. The door seemed drop- 
ping from its hinges ; and there was no enclosure of 
any kind about the house, unless that name might 
properly be given to the tall weeds with which it was 
surrounded. Altogether, it showed most manifest signs 
of thriftless and comfortless indolence. 

She knocked softly at the door, and a female voice, 
but a rougli and harsh one, bade her come in. Th;3re 
was no hall or entry ; the out-door opened dirqctiy 
into the only room ; and on entering, she found it oc- 
cupied by a middle aged woman, barefooted, and in a 
slovenly dress, with her uncombed hair hanging about 
a haggard and sun-burnt face. She was setting a "k- 
ety table, and seemed to be making preparations for 
breakfast. The house had but one room, of which 
one side was almost wholly taken up by an enormous 
fire place. A fire was burning in it, and the corn 
cakes were baking in the ashes. In the opposite cor- 
ner was a low bed, on which a man, the master of the 



ARCHY MOORE, 



26 



and talked it over. Nothing appeared to deter them 
from accepting her proposal, at once, but the fear of 
being detected in harboring and detaining a run-away. 
Cassy did her best to quiet these apprehensions ; and 
after a short struggle, avarice and the dear delight of 
power triumphed over their fears, and Cassy became 
the property of Mr Proctor ; for so the man was named. 
His property, as he might speciously argue, by her own 
consent, — a ten times belter title, than the vast major- 
ity of his countrymen could boast. 

To prevent suspicions among the neighbors, it was 
agreed that Cassy should pass for a free woman, whom 
Mr Proctor had hired ; and as this gentleman had been 
so fortunate as to have been initiated into the art and 
mystery of penmanship, an accomplishment somewhat 
rare among the ' poor white folks' of Virginia, in 
order that Cassy might be prepared to answer imperti- 
nent questions, he gave her free-papers, which be forg- 
ed for the occasion. 

It was a great thing to have escaped returning to 
Spring-Meadow. But for all that, Cassy discover- 
ed, that her present situation would not prove very 
agreeable. Mr Proctor was the descendant and rep- 
resentative of what, at no distant period, had been 
a riciy'cmd very respectable family. The frequent 
division of a large estate, which nobody took any pains 
to increase, while all diminished it by idleness, dissipa- 
tion and bad management, had left Mr Proctor's father 
in possession of a few slaves and a considerable tract 
of worn-out land. At his death, the fhves had been 
sold to pay his debts, and the land, being divided 
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among his numerous children, had made Mr Proctor 
the possessor of a few barren acres. But though 
left with this miserable pittance, he had been brought 
up, in the dissipated and indolent haiJts of a Virginian 
gentleman ; the land he owned, which was so poor 
and worthless thai none of his numerous creditors 
thought it worth their while to disturb him in the pos- 
session of it, still entitled him to the dignity of a free- 
holder and a voter ; and he felt hini-elf as niucn above, 
what is esteemed in that country, the Oase and degrad- 
ed condition of a laborer, as the richest aristocrat in 
the v'hole state. He was as proud, as lazy, and as 
dissipated as any of the nabo'bs, his neighbors ; and 
devoted the principal part of his time to gambling, 
politics and drink. 

Luckily for Mr Proctor, his wife was a very notable 
woman. She boasted no patrician blood ; and when 
her husband began to talk, as he often did, about 
the antiquity and respectability of his family, she 
would cut him short by observing, that she thought 
herself full as good as he was, — but for all that, her an- 
cc tors had been 'poor folks' as far back as any body 
knew any thing about them. If the question between 
aristocracy and democracy were to be settled by the 
experience of the Proctors, the plebeians, most un- 
doubtedly, would carry the day ; for while her husband 
(lid little or nothing but frolic, drink and ride about the 
country, Mrs Proctor plowed, planted and gathered in 
the crop. But for her energy and industry, it is much 
to be feared that Mr Proctor's aristocratic habits would 
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have soon made himself and his family a burden upon 
the county. 

Cassy's services were a great accession to this 
establishment. Her now mistress seemed resolved to 
make the most of theiu, and the poor girl before long, 
was almost completely broken down, by a degree and 
a kind of labor to which she was totallv unaccustomed. 
Two or three times a week, at least, Mr Proctor 
came home drunk ; and on th e occasions, he bluster- 
ed about, threatened his wife, and beat and abused his 
children without any sort of mercy. Cassy could 
.hardly expect to come off better than they did; — 
indeed his drunken abuse would have become quite 
intolerable, if the energetic Mrs Proctor had not 
known how to quell it. At first, she used mild meas- 
ures, and coaxed and flattered him into quiet ; but 
when these means failed, she would tumble him into 
bed, by main strength, and compel him to lie still by 
the tr-rror of the broom-stick. 

It was nothing but the wholesome authority, which 
Mrs Proctor exercised over her husband, that pro- 
tected Cassy against what she dreaded even more than 
Mr Proctor's drunken rudeness. Whenever he could 
find her alone, he tormented her with soliciiations of 
a most distressing kind ; and nothing could rid her of 
his importunities, except the threat of complaining to 
Mrs Proctor. But her troubles did not end even 
here. I\Irs Proctor listened to her complaints, thanked 
her for the information, and said she would speak to 
Mr Proctor about it. But she could not imagine that 
a slave could possibly be endowed with the slightest 
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particle of that virtue, of which the free women of 
Virginia boast the exclusive possession. Full of this 
notion, she judged it highly improba'ule, whatever merit 
Cassy might pretend to claim, that she had actually re- 
sisted the importunities and solicitations of so very se- 
ducing a fellow as Mr Proctor ; and filled with all the 
spite and fury of female jealousy, she delighted herself 
with torturing and tormenting the object of her sus- 
picions. Mrs Proctor, with all her merit, had one 
little foible which, most likely she had adopted out of 
compliment to her husband. She thought a daily dram 
of whiskey necessary to keep off the fever and 
ague ; and when through inadverlance, as sometimes 
would happen, she doubled the dose, it seemed to give 
a new edge to the nacural »;eenness of her temper. On 
these occasions, she plied both words and blows with a 
fearful energy ; and ihough perhaps it were difficult to 
say which of tht two was most to be dreaded, both 
together they were enough to exhaust the patience of a 
saint. 

Poor Cassy could discover no means of delivering 
herself from this complication of miseries, under which 
she was ready to sink, when she was most unexpect- 
edly relieved, by the unsolicited interference of a couple 
of Mr Proctor's neighbors. They wore men of leisure 
like him ; like him too, they were of good Aimi- 
lies, and one of them had received an excellent educa- 
tion, and was more or less distantly connected with 
several of the most distinguished people in the state. 
But a course of reckless dissipation had long ago strip- 
ped them of such properly as they had inheritedj 
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and reduced them to live by their wits ; which they 
exercised in a sort of partnership, principally on the 
race-course and at the gaming table. 

These two speculating gentlemen were on terms of 
intimacy with Mr Proctor, and they knew that he had 
a free woman, for such they suppo?ed Cassy to be, 
living at his house. In common with most Virgin- 
ians, thoy considered the existence of a class of 
freed people as a great social annoyance, and likely 
enough in the end, seriously to endanger those ' sacred 
rights of property,' in defence of which tliere is noth- 
ing, which a true-born son of liberty ought not to be 
proud to undertake. Instigated doubtless, by such 
patriotic notions, these public-spirited persons judged 
that they would be rendering the state a service, — to 
say nothing of the money they might put into their 
own pockets, — by applying to this great political evil, 
so far at leasi as Cassy was a party to it, a remedy, 
which the doctrines of more than one of the Virginian 
statesmen, ard the spirit of more than one of the Virgin- 
ian statutes would seem fully to sanction. In plain En- 
glish, they resolved to seize Cassy and sell her for a 
slave ! 

The business of kidnapping is one of the native 
fruits of ti:e American system of slavery ; and is as 
common, and as well organized in many parts of the 
United States, as the business of horse-stealing is, in 
many other countries. AVhen they take to stealing 
slaves, the business of these adventurers becomes 
very hazardous ; but while they confine themselves 
to stealing only free people, they can pursue their vo-- 
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cation 'vith comparatively little danger. They may 
perhaps inflict some trifling personal wrong ; — but ac- 
cording to the doctrines of some of the most popular 
among the American politicians, they are doing the pub- 
lic no inconsiderable service ; since, in their opinion, 
nothing seems to be wanting to render the slave-hold- 
ing states of America a perfect paradise, except the 
exterannation of the emancipated class. It was no 
doubt, by some such lofty notions of the public good, 
that Cassy's friends were actuated. At all events, 
those sophistries which tyranny has invented to justify 
oppresssion, are as much an apology for them as for 
any one else. 

As lar as Cassy could learn, their scheme was pretty 
much as follows. They invited Mr Proctor to a 
drinking frolic, and as soon as the whiskey had reduc- 
ed h'm tc a slate of insensibility, a message was sent 
to his wife that her husband was taken dangerously ill, 
and that she must instantly come to his assistance. 
Notwiilistanding a few domestic jars, Mr and Mis 
Proctc; were a most loving couple; and ihe good 
woman, greatly alarmed at this unexpected news, im- 
mediately set out to visit her husband. The consi)ira- 
tors had followed their own messenger, and were con- 
cealed in a thicket close to the liouse watching for her 
departure. She was hardly out of sight, before they 
rushed into the field where Cassy was at work, bound 
her hand and foot, put her into a sort of covered wag- 
gon or carry-all which they had provided for the occa- 
sion, and drove olt'as fast as possible. They traveled 
all that day, and tiie following night. Karly the next 
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morning, they reached a small village where they met 
a slave-trader with a gang of slaves, on his way to 
Richmond. The gentlemen-thieves soon struck up a 
bargain with the gentleman slave-trader ; and having 
received tiieir money, they delivered Cassy into his 
possession. 

He seemed touched with her beauty and her dis- 
tress, and treated her with a kindness which she hardly 
expected from one of his profession. Her shoes and 
clothes were nearly worn out. He bought her new 
ones, — and as she was half dead with fatigue, terror 
and want of sleep, he even went so far as to wait a day 
at the village in order that she might recover a little 
before setting out, on the journey to Richmond. 

But she soon found that she was expected to make 
a return for all these favors. When they stopped for 
the niglit, at the end of the first day 's journey, slie re- 
ceived an intimation that she was to share the bed of 
her master ; and directions were given to her how 
and when to come there. These directions she saw 
fit to disregard. In the morning her master called 
her to account. He laughed in her face, when she 
spoke of the wickedness of what he had commanded, 
and told her he did not want her to be preaching any 
of her sermons to him. He would excuse her disobe- 
dience this time ; but she must take very good care 
not to repeat it. 

Tile next evening she received directions similar to 
those which had been given her the day before ; and 
again slie disobeyed them. Her master, who had 
been drinking and gambling half the night, with some 
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boon companions whom he found at the tavern, enrag- 
ed at not finding her in his room as he had expected 
sallied forth in pursuit of her. Luckily he was too 
drunk to know very well where he was going. He 
had gone but a few steps from the tavern door, befor • he 
stumbled over a pile of wood, and injured himself very 
seriously. His cries soon brought some of the tav- 
ern's people to hi.T assistance. They carried him to his 
room, bound up his bruises, and put him to bed. 

It was late the next ninrning before he was able to 
rise ; but he was no sooner up th?n he resolved to 
take ample vengeance for his disappointment and his 
bruises. He came hobbling to the tavern door, with a 
crutch in one hand and a whip in the other. He had 
all his slaves paraded before the house, and made two 
of the stoutest fellows among them hold Cassy by the 
arms, while he plied the wliip. Her cries soon col- 
lected the idlers and loungers, who seem to consti- 
tute the principal population ot a Virginian village. 
Some inquired the cause of the whipping, but without 
seeming to think the question of consequence enough 
to wait for an answer. It seemed to be the crcneral 
opinion that the master was tipsy, and had chosen 
this way to vent his drunken humors ; but whe'.her 
drunk or sober, nobody thought of interfering with his 
* sacred aad unquestionable rights.' On the contrary, 
all looked on with unconcern, if not with approbation ; 
and the greater number seemed as much pleaseci with 
the sjjoji, as so many boys would have been^ with 
the baiting of an unlucky cat. 

Just in the midst of this proceeding, a handsome 
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aveling carriage drove up to the door. There were 
two ladies in it, and they no sooner saw what was go- 
ing on, than with that humanity, so naturrl to the 
female heart, that not even the horrid customs and de- 
testable usages of slave-holding tyranny can totally ex- 
tinguish it, they begged the brutal savage to leave 
beating the poor girl, and tell them v;hat was the mat- 
ter. Tha fellow reluctantly dropped the lash, and an- 
swered in a surly tone, thpi she was an insolent disobe- 
dient baggage, riot fit to be noticed by two such ladies, 
and that he was only giving her a little wholesome cor- 
rection. However, this did not seem to satisfy them ; 
and in the mean time the carriage steps were let down 
and they got out. Poor Cassy was sobbing and cry- 
ing and scarcely able to utter a word ; her hair had 
fallen down over her face and shoulders ; and her 
cheeks were ail stained with tears. Yet even in this 
-T'tuation, the two ladies seemed struck with her ap- 
pearance. They entered into conversation with her, 
and soon found that she had been bred a ladies' maid, 
and that her present master was a slave-trader. These 
ladies, it seemed, had been traveling at the north ; 
and while on their journey, had lost a female servant by 
a sudden and violent atiack of fever. They were 
now on their return to Carolina ; and the younger of the 
two, suggested to her mother, for such their relation 
proved to be, to buy Cassy to supply the place of the 
maid they had lost. The mother started some objec- 
tions to purchasing a stranger, about whom they knew 
nothing, and who had been sold by her former owner, 
they knew not for what reasons. But when Gdssy's 
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tears and prayers and supplications, were added to the 
entreaties of her daughter, she found herself quite un- 
able to resist ; and she sent to ask the man his price. 
He named it. It was a high one ; — but Mrs Montgom- 
ery, for that was the lady's name, was one of those 
people, who when they have made up their minds to 
do a generous action, are not easily to be shaken from 
their purpose. She took Gassy into the house with 
her, ordered the trunks to be brought in, and told the 
man to make out his bill of sale. The purchase was 
no sooner completed, than her new mistress took 
Gassy up stairs and soon fined her with a dress better 
becoming her new situation, than did the coarse gown 
and heavy shoes for which she was indebted to the 
generosity of her late master. 

Oiissy was dressed, the bill of sale was delivered, 
ani the money paid, when Mrs Montgomery's brother 
;ravelirg companion rode up. He rallied his sis- 
I' r ;.oi P; little, on what he called hor foolish propensity 
to interfere betv\'ecn other people and their servants ; 
]:o took her to task rather severely, for the imprudence- 
r-fuer purchase, and the high price she had paid ; and 
be Vuld heif with a smile and a shake of the head, that 
one time or other, l;er foolish confidence and gener- 
osity would bo hor ruin. Mrs Montgomery took her 
brother': I'aillery all in good part ; the carriage was 
rdered, and they proceeded together on their journey. 
The ladies with whom Gassy had come to the meet- 
in.. _ : . ^hs Montgomery and her daughter. The; 
lived some i n miles f:om Carleton-Hall. So nea, 
].:\.\ i' : •<;y n . ! \ ^ if l oen to csch other for six lon^ 
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months or more, without knowing it. Cassy spoke of 
her mistress with the greatest affection. Her gratitude 
was unbounded ; and she seemed to find a real pleas- 
ure and enjoyment in serving a benefactress who treated 
her with a gentle and uniform kindness, not often ex- 
erted even by those who are capable of momentary 
acts of the greatest generosity. 

As Cassy finished her story, she threw her arms 
about my neck, leaned her head upon my bosom, 
and looking me in the face, while the tears were 
streaming from her eyes, ,ihe heaved a sigh, and whis- 
pered that she was too, too happy ! With such a mis- 
tress, and restored, so unexpectedly to the arms of 
a husband, whom, fondly as she loved him, she feared 
to have lost forever, what more could she desire ! 

Alas poor girl ! — she forgot that we were slaves ;— 
and that the very next day might again separate usj 
subject us to other masters, and renew my tortures 
and her miseries ! 
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CHAPTER 11. 

Before we had half finished what we had to say 
to each other, the movement of the people on the 
hill-side informed us that the morning's religious ser- 
vices were over. Never before had one of my mas- 
ter's sermons seemed so short to me. We hastened 
towards the spot; I to receive my master's orders, 
and Cassy to attend upon her mistress. As we came 
near the rural pulpit, I observed Mr Carleton in con- 
versation with two ladies, who proved to Mrs Mont- 
gomery and her daughter. We stopped at a little dis- 
tance from them. Miss Montgomery looked around, 
and seeing us standing together, she beckoned to Cassy, 
and pointing to me, she inquired if that was the hus- 
band, who had put her into such a flutter that morn- 
ing ? This question drew the notice of the other two, 
and my master seemed a little surprised at seeing me 
in this new character. " What 's this Archy" he 
said, " what is the meaning of all this ? It is the first 
I ever heard of your being married. You don 't pre- 
tend to claim that pretty girl there for your wife 

I replied that she was indeed, my wife, though it 
was now some two years or more, since we had seen 
or known any thing of each other. I added, that I 
had never mentioned my marriage to him, because I 
had despaired of ever seeing my wife again ; and now, 
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it was nolliing but the merest accident that had brought 
us together. 

" Well Archy if she is your wife, I don 't know 
how I can help it, though I supjDOse I shall have you 
spending half your time at Poplar-Grove ; — is not that 
what your place is called Mrs Montgomery ?" 

She said it was ; — and after a moment's pause, ob- 
served, that too little respect, she feared, was often 
paid to the matrimonial connexions of servants. For 
her part, she could not but regard them as sacred ; 
and if Gassy and myself were really married, and I was 
a decent, civil fellow, she had no objection to my vis- 
iting Poplar-Grove, as often as Mr Carleton would' 
permit me. 

My master undertook to answer for my good beha- 
vior ; and turning to me, he bade me bring up the hor- 
ses. I made all the haste I could ; but before J re- 
turned, Mrs Montgomery was gone, and Gassy with 
her. We mounted, and had already taken the road 
to Garlton-Hall, when ray master seemed to recollect 
that I had just found a wife from whom I had been 
long separated ; and it began to occur to him, that pos- 
sibly we might take some pleasure in being indulged 
with a little of one another's company. He gave m.e 
joy of my discovery, with an air half serious, half jo- 
cose, — as if in doubt whether a slave were properly 
entitled to a master's serious sympathy, — and remark- 
ed, in a careless tone, that perhaps I would like to 
spend the remainder of the day at Poplar-Grove^ 

As I knew that Mr Garleton had much real good- 
ness of heart, I had long since learned to put up with 
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his cavalier manner ; and however little I might be 
pleased with the style in which he made the oiler, the 
matter of his present proposal was so much to my 
fancy, that I eagerly caught at it. He took his pencil 
from his pocket, and wiote me a pass ; I asked and 
received such directions as he could give me about the 
way ; and putting spurs to my horse, I soon overtook 
Mrs Montgomery's carriage, which I followed to Pop- 
lar-Grove. 

This was one of those pretty, and even elegant coun- 
try seats, which are sometimes seen, though very sel- 
dom, in Virginia and the Carolinas; and which may serve 
to prove that the inhabitants of those states, notwith- 
standing their almost universal negligence of such mat- 
ters, are not totally destitute of all ideas of architectural 
beauty and domestic comfort. The approach to the 
house was through a broad avenue of old and venera- 
ble oaks. The buildings had the appearance of con- 
siderable antiquity ; but they were in perfect repair, 
and the grounds and fences were neat and well kept. 

As the ladies left the carriage I came up. I told 
Mrs Montgomery that my master had given me leave 
to visit my wife, and I hoped she would have no ob- 
jection to my spending the afternoon there. 

Mrs Montgomery answered, that Cfssy was too 
good a girl to be denied any reasonable hidulgence ; 
and as long as 1 behaved well she would never make 
any objection to my coming to see her. She put me 
several questions about our marriage and separation ; 
and the softness of her voice and the unassuming gen- 
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tleness of her manner, satisfied me that she was an 
amiable and kind-hearted woman. 

No doubt, through the broad extent of slave-holding 
America, there are many amiable women, and good 
mistresses. Yet how little does their kindness avail ! 
It reaches only here and there. It has no power to 
alleviate the wretchedness or to diminish the tortures 
of myriads of wretches, who never hear a voice softer 
than the overseer's, and who know no discipline milder 
than the lash. 

The house servonts at Poplar-Grove, were treated 
with kindness and even with indulgence, and were 
much attached to the family ; but as happens in so 
many other cases, the situation of the field hands was 
extremely different. Some three years before, Mrs 
Montgomery, by her husband's death, and the will 
which he left, became the owner and sole mistress of 
the estate. Upon this occasion, her good nature, and 
her sense of justice, prompted her to extend the same 
humane system to the management of the plantation, 
which she had always acted upon, in the government of 
her own house-hold. During her husband's life, the 
servant's quarter had been three miles or more from the 
House ; and as the slaves were never allowed to come 
there, unless they were sent for, Mrs Montgomery 
saw scarcely any thing of them, and knew very little of 
their wants and grievances, and next to nothing of the 
general manag-ement of the estate. Indeed she spent 
the greater portion of every year, in visiting her rela- 
tions in Virginia, or in trips to the northern cities ; 
and when at home, her husband's manifest disincHna- 
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tion to her having any thing to do with those matters, 
had always prevented her from meddhng in any way, 
with the plantation affairs. 

But when her husband was dead, and the plantation 
and slaves had become her own property, she could 
not reconcile herself to the idea of taking no thouglit, 
concern or care for the welfare and well-being of more 
than an hundred human creatures, who toiled from 
morning to night for her sole benefit. She resolved 
upon a total change of system ; and ordered the ser- 
vant's quarter to be removed near the house, so 
that she aiight be able to go there daily and have an 
opportunity of inspecting and relieving the wants and 
grievances of her servants. 

She was shocked at the miserable pittance of food 
and clothing which her husband had allowed them, and at 
the amount of labor which he had exacted. She ordered 
their allowances to be increased, and their tasks to be 
diminished. Several instances of outrageous severity 
having reached her ears, she dismissed her overseer 
and procured a new one. The servants no sooner 
discovered that their mistress had interested herself in 
their welfare, than she was overwhelmed w^th petitions, 
appeals and complaints. One wanted a blanket, anoth- 
er a kettle, aiid a third, a pair of shoes. Each asked 
for some trifling gift, which it seemed very hard to re- 
fuse ; and every request that was granted was followed 
by half-G-dozen odicrs, equally trifling and equally 
reasonable. But before the end of the year, these 
small items amounted to a sum suflicient to swallow up 
half the usual profits of the plantation. Scarcely a df«y 
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passed, that Mrs Montgomery was not pestered with 
complaints about the severity of her new overseer ; 
and the servants were constantly coming to her to beg 
off from some threatened punishment. Two or three 
instances in which the overseer was checked for the 
tyiannical manner in which he exercised his authority, 
only served to increase this annoyance. She was per- 
plexed with cnniinuai appeals, as to which she found it 
next to impossible to get at the truth ; since the over- 
seer always told one story and the servants another. 
The second overseer was dismissed ; a third threw up 
his place in disgust ; and a fourth, who resolved to 
humor the indulgent disposition of his employer, suf- 
fered the hands to take their own course and lo do 
pretty much as they pleased. Of course they did not 
care to work, while they had the choice of being idle. 
Every season, since Mrs Montgomery had commenc- 
ed her experiments, the crop had fallen lamentably 
short ; but this year, there was scarcely any crop at 
all. 

Her friends now thought it time to interfere. Her 
brother, whom she loved, and for whose opinion and 
advice she entertained a high regard, had all along, 
remonstrated against the course she was pursuing. He 
now spoke in a more decided tone. He told her, that 
thr, silly notions she had taken up about the happiness 
of her slaves, would certainly ruin her. Where was 
the need of being more humane than her neighbors — 
and what folly could be greater than to reduce herself 
and her children to beggary in the vain pursuit of a 
sentimental and impracticable scheme?. 
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Mrs Montgomery defended herself and her conduct 
with great earnestness. She pleaded her duty towards 
those unhappy beings whom God had placed in her 
power and under her protection. She even went so 
far as to hint at the injustice of living in luxury upon 
the fruits of forced labor ; and she spoke with much 
feeling of the savage brutality of overseers and the tor- 
ture of the lash. Her brother replied, that such talk 
was very pretty, and generous, and philanthropic, and 
all that ; and while it went no furilier than talk, he had 
not the least objection to it. But pretty and philan- 
thro[)ic as it was, it would not make either corn or to- 
bacco. S!ic might talk as she pleased ; but if she ex- 
pected to live by her plantation, she must manage it 
like otiier people. Every body w!io knew any thing 
about the matter would tell her, that if she wished to 
make a crop she musf keep a smart overseer, put a 
wjiip into his hands, and gi'. e him unlimited authority 
to use it. If she would do this, she might justly call 
herself tiie mistrrss of the plantation ; but as long as she 
folio weH her present plan, she would be no better than 
ihe slave of her own servants ; and her i)hilanthropy 
would end in ilicir being sold I'br debt, and her being 
left a beggar. 

These warm remonstrances made a deep impression 
upon Mrs Montgomery. She could not deny that the 
plantation had produced scarcely any thing since she 
had come into possession of it ; and she was conscious 
that after all her labors in their behalf, her servants 
were discontented, idle and insubordinate. Hov, ever, 
she did not feel inciined to yield the point. She still 
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maintained that her ideas on the mutual relation of 
master and servant, were the obvious dictates of jus- 
tice and humanify, which no one could despise or 
overlook, who made any pretensions to virtue cr to 
conscience. Si^e argued that the system, which r.he 
was attempting lo introduce, was a good one; and that 
nothing was wanting cxcepi an overseer who had sense 
enough to carry it into judicious operation. Possibly 
there was something of truth in th's. If she could 
have found a man like major Thornton, and made an 
overseer of hlni, she might perhaps have succeeded. 
But such men are seldom found any where, and in 
slave-holding America, very ?'^]dom indeed. Take 
the American overseers together, and they arc the 
most ignorant, intractable, stupid, obstinate, and self 
willed race that ever existed. What could a woman 
dO; who could only act through assistance of this sort, 
and who had the prejudices of the whole neighborhood 
actively excited against her ? Things went on from 
bad lo worse. The ready money which her husband 
had left her was r.ll spent, and her afialrs soon became 
so entangled and embarrassed, that she was obliged to 
call upon her brother for assistance. He refused in 
the most positive manner, to have any thing to do with 
the business, unless she would surrender to him the 
scle and exclusive management of her affairs^ To 
these Inrd terms, after a short and InelFectual struggle, 
she was obliged to consent. 

He immediately took the plantation into his own 
hands. He removed the cabins to their formejs, situa- 
tion ; revived the old rule that no servant shoiild ever 
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go to the House unless specially sent for ; reduced 
them to their former allowance of food and clothing ; 
and engaged an overseer on the express condition that 
Mrs INIontgomery should never listen to any complaints 
against him, or intermeddle, in any way, with his 
management of the plantation. 

Within the first month after this return to the old 
system, near one third of the working hands ran away. 
Mrs j^Iontgomery's brother told lier, that this was no 
more than might be expected ; for the rascals had been 
so spoiled and indulged as to rendc them quite impa- 
tient of the necessary and wholesome severity of plan- 
tation discipline. After long searching, and a good 
deal of trouble and expense, the run-aways, except 
one or two, vrere finally recovered ; and Poplar-Grove, 
under its new administration, passed by degrees to its 
ancient routine of whipping and hard labor. Once in 
awhile., notwithstanding all the pains that were taken to 
prevent it, some instance of severity would reach the 
ear of Mrs Montgomery ; and in the first burst of in- 
dignant feeling, she would sometimes declare, that the 
narrowest poverty would be far better, than the wealth 
and luxury for which she was indebted to the whip of 
the slave-driver. But the first burst of generous pas- 
sion was no sooner over, than she acknowledged to 
herself, that to think of giving up the luxury to which 
she had been accustomed from her infancy, was out 
of the question. She strove to escape from the 
knowledge, and to banish the recollection of injustice 
and cruelty, which her heart condemned, but which 
she lacked the power, or rather the spirit, to remedy. 
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She fled from a home, where she was forever haunted 
by the spectre of that delegated tyranny, for which, 
however she might attempt to deny or disguise it, she 
could not but feel herself responsible ; and while her 
slaves toiled beneath the burning sun of a Carolina 
summer, and smarted under the lash of a stern and re- 
lent! ess overseer, she attempted to drown the remem- 
brance of their wrongs in the dissipations and gaieties 
of Saratoga or New York. 

But she was obliged to spend a part of the year at 
Poplar-Grove ; and with all her care, she could not al- 
ways save her feelings from some rude brushes. Of this 
1 had a striking instance on ray first visit. One of her 
plantation hands had been so far indulged by the over- 
seer, who, by the way, was a very rigid presbyteriau; 
as to receive a pass to attend Mr Carleton's meeting. 
Afler the meeting was over, his mistress happened to 
to see him there ; and as she wished to send a mes- 
odge to one of her neighbors, she called him to her, 
and sent him with it. It so happened that Mrs Mont- 
gomery's overseer, was at this neighbor's, when the 
servant arrived there with his mistress' message. The 
oversciT no sooner saw him, than he inquired what 
business he had to come there, when his pass only 
allowed him to go to the meeting and return again. 
It was in vain that he pleaded his mistress' orders. 
The overseer said that made no difference whatever ; 
for Mrs Montgomery had nothing at all to do with the 
plantation hands ; and to impress this fact upon his 
memory he gave him a dozen lashes on the spot. 

The poor fellow was bold enough to come to the 
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Jl 1(1 n;C;i:G complaint to Mr.s Montgomery. 

]N' ■ c..]] exccod her anger and vexation. But 
her I .nc"'. wi'h her brother left her without a 
v; . . She made the serva:it a handsome present ; 
told hiui ;hat ho had been very unjustly punished ; and 
begged ] '.a ,j go home and say nothing about it to 
hof' , . Sho submitted to the mortificntion of mak- 
ihi; rc./-:ost, in hopes of saving ^hc poor fellow 
a r :cond punishment. But by some means or 
■: ' . : I barned afterwards, the overseer found out 
v. '.r t hat l jc:j going on ; and lo vindicate his supreme 
;i -it;. , r nd ko'-.p up the discipline of the plantation, 
! f.' -.ed a second vvhipping nore severe than the 

t'.:-3t. 

Such is the malignu.\l nature and disastrous opcra- 
. I of the slave-holding system, that in too many in- 
" '.a, the sincerest cjood will, and best intended ef- 
fort in the slave's behalf, ei;;.! only in plunging him into 
deeper r. ::; cries. It is impossible to build any edifice 
of good on 30 (;''ll a foundation. The whole system 
\.i i jtaliy an 'i rridically wrong. The benevolence, the 
. i nature, the humanity of a slave-holder, avail as 
1 tie ; ^ :no benevolence of the bandit, who gener- 
.■ .:.)t;ic..: the stripped Mid naked traveler in a 
. ■■ ■• : y] . li :-.;d froiij his own portmanteau. What 
. bsurdity dmu the attcin[)L to bo humane- 
1 and goucr'jn:-:j-- unin-t ! The very llrst act in 
tiT . "^'s behalf, vviiloiii which, all else Is useless. 
:. ' : ;!:.iu upcless, is- -to make him free ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

I have before observed that Sunday is the slave's 
holiday. Where intermarriages are allowed between 
the slaves of diflerent plantations, this is generally the 
only occasion on Avhich the scattered branches of 
the same family are indulged with an opportunity of 
xasiting each other. Many planters, who pride them- 
selves upon the excellence of their discipline, forbid 
these intermarriages altogether ; and if they ))appen to 
have a superabundance of men-servanis, they prefer 
that one woman should have a half-a-dozeu husbands 
iather than suffer their slaves to bo cori urjiod, h^' zad- 
ding about among other people's plantntioiiis. 

Other managers, just as good disciplinarjan^, nnJ a 
litdc more shrewd than their ncieihbors, fotliid the men 
only to marry away from home. They are very wil- 
lirig to let their women get husbands where !>":ey can. 
T.uey reason in this way. When a husband goes to 
see his %vife, uho lives upon another pjoi<tatio/>, he will 
DDI bo apt to go empty-handed. He will carry some- 
tbins:. with him, probably something eatable, plundered 
iVoia his master's MSelds J that may serve to make him 
v\ elcome and render his coming a sort of festival. Now 
every thing (but is brought upon a plantation in this 
way, is so niii'.-li clear gain ; and so far as it goes, it 
uraount.s to feeding one's people at the expense of 
one's iieidibors ! 
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Sunday, as I have said, is the day upon which are 
paid the matrimonial visits of the slave. But Sunday 
was no holiday to me ; for I was generally obliged, on 
that day, to attend my master upon his ecclesiastical ex- 
cursions. To make up for this, Mr Carleton allowed 
me Thursday afternoons, so that I was able to visit 
Cassy lit least once a week. 

The year that followed, was the happiest of my life ; 
and with all the inevitabls mortifications and miseries, 
which slavery, even under its least repulsive form, 
ever carries with it, I still look back to that year with 
pleasure, — a pleasure that still has power to warm a 
heart, saddened and embittered by a thousand painful 
recollections. 

Before the end of the year, Cassy made me a father. 
The infant boy had all his mother's beauty ; and only 
he who is a father, and as fond a husband too as I was, 
can know the feelings with which I pressed tlie little 
darling to my heart. 

No ! — no one can know my feelings, — no one, alas, 
but he, who is, as I was, the father of a slave. The 
father of a slave ! — and is it true then, that this child 
of my hopes and wishes, this pledge of mutual love, 
this dear, dear infant of whom I am the father, is it 
true he is not mine .'' 

Is it not my duty and my right, a right and duty 
dearer than life, to watch over his helpless infancy, 
and to rear him with all a father's tenderness and love, 
to a manhood, that will perhaps repay my care, and in 
turn, sustain and cherish me, a tottering weak old 
man ? 
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My duty it may be ; but it is not my right. A 
slave can have no rights. His wife, his child, his toil, 
his blood, his life, and every thing that gives his life a 
value, they are not his ; he holds them all but at his 
master's pleasure. He can possess nothing ; and if 
there is any thing he seems to have, it is only by a 
sufferance which exists but in his owner's will. 

This very child, this very tender babe, may be torn 
from my arras,, and sold to-morrow into the handi of a 
stranger, and I shall have no right to interfere. Or if 
not so ; if some compassion be yielded to his infancy, 
and if he be not snatched from his father's embraces 
and his mother's bosom while he is yet all unconscious 
of his misery, yet what a sad, wretched, desolate fate 
awaits him ! Shut out from every chance or hope of 
any thing which it is worth one's while to live for ; 
— bred up a slave ! 

That single word, what volumes it does speak ! It 
speaks of chains, of whips and tortures, compulsive 
labor, hunger and fatigues, and all the miseries our 
wretched bodies suffer. It speaks of haughty power, 
and insolent commands ; of insatiate avarice ; of 
pampered pride and purse proud luxury ; and of the 
cold indifference and scornful unconcern with which 
the oppressor looks down upon his victims. It speaks 
of crouching fear, and base servility ; of low, mean 
cunning and treacherous revenge. It speaks of hu- 
manity outraged ; manhood degiaded ; the social chari- 
ties of life, the sacred' ties of father, wife and child 
trampled under foot ; of aspirations crushed ; of hope 
extinguished ; and the light of knowledge sacfiiigiously 
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put out. It speaks of man deprived of all that makes 
him amiable or makes him noble ; stript of his soul 
and sunk into a beast. 

And thou, my child, to this fate thou art born ! 
May heaven have mercy on thee, for man has none ! 

The first burst of instinctive and thoughtless pleas- 
ure, with which I had looked upon my infant boy was 
dissipated forever, the moment I had recovered my- 
self enough to recollect what he was born to. Various 
and ever changing, but always wretched and distressing 
were the feelings with which I gazed at him, as he 
slept upon his mother's bosom, or waking, smiled at her 
caresses. He was indeed a pretty baby; — a dear, dear 
child ; — and for his mother's sake 1 loved him, how I 
loved him ! Yet struggle as 1 might, T could not, for 
a moment, escape the bitter thought of what his fate 
must be. Full well I knew that did he live to be a 
man, he would repay my love, and justly, with curses, 
curses on the father who had bestowed upon him noth- 
ing bat a life incumbered and made worse than worth- 
less, by the inheritance of slavery. 

I found no longer the same pleasure in Cassy's so- 
ciety, which it used to afford tne ; or rather the pleas- 
ure which I could not but take in it, was intermingled 
with much new misery. I did not love her less ; but 
the birth of that boy had infused fresh bitterness into 
' the cup of servitude. Whenever I looked upon him, 
my mind was filled with horrid images. The whole 
future seemed to come visibly before me. I saw him 
naked, chained, and bleeding under the ish ; I saw 
him a wretched, trembling creature, cringing to escape 
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it ; I saw him utterly debased, and the spirit of man- 
hood extinguished within him ; already he appeared 
that worthless thing, — a slave contented with his fate ! 

1 could not bear it. I started up in a phrensy of 
passion ; I snatched the child from the arms of his 
mother ; and while I loaded him with caresses, I looked 
about for the means of extinguishing a life, which, as 
it was an emanation from my existence, seemed destin- 
ed to be only a prolongation of my misery. 

My eyes rolled wildly, I doubt not ; and the stern 
spirit of my determination must have been visibly 
marked upon my face ; for gentle and unsuspicious as 
she was, and wholly incapable of that wild passion 
which tore my heart, my wife, with a mother's in- 
stinctive watchfulness, seemed to catch some glimpse of 
my intention. She rose up hastily, and without speak- 
ing a word, she caught the baby from my feeble and 
trembling grasp ; and as she pressed it to her bosom, 
she gave a look that told me all that she feared ; and 
told me too, that the mother's life was bound up in that 
of the child. 

That look subdued me. My arms dropped power- 
less, and I sunk down in a sort of sullen stupor. I 
hpd been prevented from accomplishing my purpose, 
but I was not satisfied that in foregoing it, I did a fath- 
er's duty to the child. The more I thought upon it — 
and it so engrossed me that I could scarcely draw my 
thoughts away, — the more was I convinced that it was 
better for the buy to die. And if the deed did peril 
my own soul, I loved the child so dearly that I did not 
shrink} even at that. 
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But then his mother. 

I would have reasoned with her ; but I knew how 
vain would be the labor to array a woman's judgment 
against a mother's feelings ; and I felt, that one tear 
stealing down her cheek-^ one look of hers, like that 
she gave me when she snatched the child au'ay, would, 
even in my own mind, far outbalance the weightiest of 
my arguments. 

The idea of rescuing the boy, by one bold act, from 
all the bitter miseries that impended over him. had 
shot upon my miiiJ, like jome faint struggling star 
across the darkness of a midnight storm. But that 
glimmer of comfort was now extinguished. The child 
must live. The life I gave him, I must not takeaway. 
No ! not though every day of it would draw new 
curses on my devoted head, — and those too, the cur- 
ses of niy child. This, this alas ! is the barbed arrow 
that still is sticking in my heart ; the fatal, fatal wound 
that nought can heal. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

One Sunday morning when the boy was about three 
months old, two strangers unexpectedly arrived at 
Carleton-Hall. In consequence of their coming, some 
urgent business occupied my master's attention, so that 
he found himself obliged to give up the meeting which 
he had appointed for thai day. I was not sorry for it; 
for it left me at liberty to v'isit my wife and child- 
It was the autumn. The heat of summer had abat- 
ed, and the morning was bright and balmy. There 
was a soothing softness in the air ; and the v/oods 
were clothed in a gay variety of colors, that almost 
out- ied the foliage of the spring. As I rode along to- 
wards Poplar-Grove, the serenity of the sky, and the 
beauty of the prospect, seemed to breathe a peaceful 
pleasure to my heart. It was the more needed ; for I 
had been a good deal irritated by som.e occurrences 
during the week ; and every new indignity to which 
my situation exposed ms, I now seemed to suffer 
twice over, once in my own ])erson, and a second 
time, in anticipation for my child. I had set out in 
no very agreeable frame of mind ; , but the ride, the 
prospect and the fine autumnal air, had sooihed me 
into a cheerful alacrity of spirit, such a? I had hardly 
felt for some weeks past. 

Cassy welcomed me wi:h a ready smile, and those ca- 
resses which a fond wife bestows so freely on the hus- 
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band whom she loves. Her mistress, the day before, 
had given her sonfie new clothes for the child, and she 
had jj/... been dressing him out, to make the little fel- 
low fit, she said, co see his father. She brought the 
boy and placed him on my knee. She praised his 
beauty ; and with her arm about niy neck, slie tried to 
trace his father's features in the baby's face. In the 
full flow of a mother's fond affection, she seemed un- 
conscious and forgetful of the future ; and by a thou- 
sand tender caresses, r,nd all the little artifices of a 
woman's love, she sought to make me forget it too. 
She bad but little success. The sight of that poor, 
smiling, helpless ann unconscious child, brought back 
all my melancholy feelings. Yet I could not bear to 
disappoint my wife's hopes and efforts ; and to make 
her think herself successful, I strove to affect a cheer- 
f'jlness I did not feel. 

The beauty of the day tempted us abroad. We 
v/alked among the fields and woods, carrying the child 
by turns. Cassy had an hundred little things to tell 
m.e of the first slight indications of inielligonco which 
the boy was givin^^. She spoke with all a mother's 
fluency and fervor. I said but litde ; indeed I hardly 
dared to speak at all. Had J once begun, 1 could not 
have restrained myself from going on ; and I did not 
wish to poison her pleasure, by an outpouring of that 
bitterness which I felt bubbling up, at the bottom of my 
heart. 

The hours stole away insensibly, and the sun was 
already declining. I had »ny master's orders to be 
back that night ; and it was time for me to go. 1 
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clasped the infant to my Leart. I kissed Cassy's 
cheek and pressed her hand. She seemed not satisfi- 
ed with so cold a parting ; for she threw her arms about 
ray neck and loaded me with embraces. This was so 
different from her usual coy and timid manner, that I 
was at a loss to understand it. Is it possible that she 
felt some instinctive presentiment of what was going to 
happen ? Did the thought dart across her mind, that 
this might be our last, our final parting ? 



CHAPTER V. 

When I got baok to Carleton-Hal!, I found every 
thing in the greatest confusion. It was not long before 
1 was made acquainted with ihe cause. It seemed that 
some twelve months previous, ?Jr Carleton had found 
himself very much pressed for money. This had oblig- 
ed him to look a little into his affairs. He found himseif 
burdened with a load of debt of which before, he had 
no definite idea ; and as his numerous creditors, who 
had been too long put off with promises, were begin- 
ing to be very clamorous, hg saw that some vigorous 
remedy was necessary. To borrow, seemed the most 
certain means of relief fror/i the immediate pressure of 
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his debts ; and lie succeeded in obtaining a large loan 
from some Baltimore money-lenders, of which he se- 
cured the repayment by a mortgage upon his slaves, 
including even the house servants and myself among 
the number. This money he exi)ended in satisfying 
several executions, which had already issued against 
him ; and in stopping the mouths of the most clamor- 
ous of his creditors. The money was borrowed for a 
year ; not wiiii any expectation on Mr Carleton's part, 
of being able to repay it in tiiat time, out of any funds 
of !iis own ; but in the hope that before the year's endj 
he might succeed in obtaining a permanent loan, and 
so be enabled to cancel the mortgage. ' 

In this expectation, he had hitherto been disappoint- 
ed ; and he was yet ncgociating with the persons from 
whom lie expected to borrow, when the ti.nc of rejiay- 
ment, mentioned in the mortgage, expired. This hap- 
pened about a month previous ; and v;hen I got back 
to C'arleton-ILill, I found that the strangers who had 
arrived that morning, were the nzents of the Baltimore 
iTioney-lenders, who had been sent to take possession of 
the mortgaged property. 'J'liey h.ad already caught as 
many of the slaves as they could finfl ; and I no sooner 
entered tiie house, than 1 was seized, and put under a 
guard. Tliese j)recaution:i were thought necessary to 
prevent the slaves from running away, or concealing 
themselves from the asrents of their new owners. 

My poor master was in the greatest distress and em- 
barrassment that could be imagined. It was in vain 
that he begged for delay, and proposed various terms 
of accommodation. The agents dec.'afed that they had 
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no discretion in the matter ; tliey were instructed to 
get either the money or the slaves ; and in case the 
mo.iey was not forthcoming, to proceed with the slaves 
to Ciiarlcston, in South Carolina, which, at that time, 
was esteemed the best market for disposing of that 
commodity. 

As to paying the money at once, that was out 
of the question ; but Mr Carleton hoped that he might 
be able in the course of a -aw days, if not to obtain the 
lean for which he was negociating, at least to get such 
temporary assiatance as would enable him to discharge 
the mortgage. The agents agreed to give hirn twenty- 
four hours, but refused to wait any longer. Mr Carle- 
ton despaired of doing any thiug in so short a time ; 
and did not think it worth his while to attempt it. 
The plantation hands must go ; them did not soern to 
be ail) remedy for that ; but he was very desirous to 
save his house servants from the slave-market, and he 
begged the agents not to leave him without a servant to 
make his bed or cook his dinner. 

The agents replied that they were truly sorry for 
the disagreeable situation in which he found himself ; 
but that, since the mortgage was made., several of the 
slaves included in the schedule were dead ; that some 
of the others seemed hardly worth the sum at which 
they had been valued ; that the price of slaves had fall- 
en considerably since the mortgage was made, and 
seemed likely to fall more ; and that every thing con- 
sidered, they thought it more than doubtful whether the 
mortgaged property would be sunicient to satisfy the 
debt. However, they were desirous to indulge him as 



58 



MEMOIRS OF 



far as their duty to their principals would allow ; and 
if he would pay the value of such of the slaves as he 
wished to retain, they had no objections to receive the 
money instead of the servants. 

Mr Carleton had not fifty dollars in the house ; but 
he immediately started off to see what he could borrow 
in the neighborhood. Wherever he went, he found 
that the news of what had happened, had preceded 
him. Besides this Baltimore mortgage, he was known 
to owe many other debts ; and his neighbors generally 
looked upon him as a ruined man. Of course, the 
greater part of them felt no inclination to lend him 
their money ; and in fact, very many of them were 
not so much better off than Mr Carleton as to have 
much money to lend. After riding about the greater 
pan of the day, he succeeded in borrowing a few 
hundred dollars, on condition however, that he should 
secure the repayment by a mortgage of such slaves as he 
should redeem. He had returned to the house a little 
before I did, and was already considering with himself 
which of his slaves he should retain. He lold me that 
I had been a good and trust-worthy servant ; and that 
he was very unwilling to part with me. But he had 
not money enough to redeem us all ; and his old nurse 
and her family were entitled to be retained in prefer- 
ence to any of the rest of us. Not only were their 
services the most essential to him, but the mother had 
long been a favorite servant, her children were born 
and bred in his family, and he considered it a matti * 
conscience to keep them, at all events. The as 
released those of the servants whom he selected. I s 
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rest of us were kept confined, and received notice to 
be ready for a start, early the next morning. 

I had yet one hope. I thought if Mrs Montgomery 
could be informed of my situation she would certainly 
buy me. 1 mentioned it to my master. He iold me 
not to flatter myself too much with thai idea ; — for 
Mrs Montgomery already had more servants about her 
house than she had any kind of use for. However, he 
readily undertook to write her a note explaining my 
situation. It was despatched by a servant, and I 
waited with impatient hope for the answer. 

At last the messenger returned. Mrs Montgomery 
and her daughter had gone that morning to visit her 
brother, who lived some ten miles from Poplar-Grove, 
and they were expected to be absent three or four 
days. I believe I had heard something of this in the 
morning ; but in my hurry, confusion and excitement, 
it had escaped my memory. 

My last hope was now gone ; and as it went, the 
shock I felt was dreadful. Till that moment, I had 
concealed from myself, the misery of my situation. 
I had been familiar with calamity, but this exceeded 
any thing I had ever suffered. It is true, I had once 
before been separated from my wife; but my bodily 
pains, my delirium and fever had helped to blunt the 
agony of that separation. Now, I was torn from both 
wife and child ! — and that too, without any thing to call 
off my attention, or to deaden t^he torture of con- 
scious agony. My heart swelled with impotent pas- 
sion, and beat as though it would leap from my bosom. 
My forehead ' glowed with a burning heat. I would 
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have wepi ; but even that relief \9as denied me. The 
tears refused »o flow ; the fever in my brain had 
parched them up. 

My first impulse was, to attempt making my escape. 
But my new masters were too well acquainted with 
the business of legal kidnapping, to give me an oppor- 
tunity. We were all collected in one of the out- 
houses and carefully secured. With many of the plan- 
tation hands, this was quite an unnecessary precaution. 
A large proportion of them were so sick and weary of 
the tyranny of Mr Carleton's overseer, that they were 
. ^lad of any change ; and when their master made them 
a farewell visit, and began to condole with them upon 
their misfortune, several of them were bold enough to 
tell him that they thought it no misfortune at all ; for 
whatever might happen, they could not be worse 
treated than they had been by his overseer. Mr Carle- 
ton seemed not well pleased at this bold disclosure, 
and took his leave of us rather abruptly ; and certainly 
this piece of information could not have been very 
soothing to his feelings. 

At early dawn we were put into traveling order. 
' A waggon carried the provisions and the younger chil- 
dren. The rest of us were chained together and trav- 
eled in the usual fashion. 

It was a long journey, and we were two or three 
weeks upon the road. Considering that we were 
slaves driven to market, we were treated on the whole, 
with unexpected humanity. At the end of the third 
or fourth day's journey, the women and children were 
i-eleased from their chains, and two or three days 
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later, v i : ' he mfen received the same indulgence. 
Those ' , )f whom they were more suspicious, 
were s^.<: ■■ . ; ; 'i irons. Our drivers seemed desirous 
to enhance our value by putting us into good condition. 
Our daily journey was quite moderate ; we were all 
furnished with shoes, and were allowed plenty to eat. 
At night we encamped by the road-side ; kindled a 
large fire, cooked our hominy, and made a hut of bran- 
ches to sleep under. Several of the company declar- 
ed that they were never so well treated in all their 
lives ; and they went along laughing and singing more 
like men traveling for pleasure, than like slaves going 
to be sold. So little accustomed is the slave to kind- 
ness or indulgence of any sort, that the merest trifle is 
enough to put him into ecstacy. The gift of a single 
extra meal is sufficient to make him fall in love even 
with a slave-driver. 

The songs and laughter of my companions only serv- 
ed to aggravate my melancholy. They observed it, 
and did their best to cheer me. There never was a 
kinder-hearted company, and I found some relief even 
in their rude efforts at consolation ; for there is more 
power in the sympathy of the humblest human creature 
than the haughty children of luxury are apt to believe. 
I was a favorite among the servants at Carleton-Hall, 
because I had taken some little pains to be so ; for I 
had long since renounced that silly prejudice and fool- 
ish pride, which at an earlier period, had kept me aloof 
from my fellow servants, and had justly earned me, their 
hatred and dislike. Experience had made me wiser, 
and I no longer took sides with our oppressors by join- 
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ing them in the false notion of their own natural supe- 
riority ; — a notion founded only in the arrogant preju- 
dice of conceited ignorance, and long since discarded 
by the liberal and enlightoned ; but a notion which is 
still the orthodox creed of all America, and the prin- 
cipal, I might almost say the sole foundation, which 
sustains the iniquitous superstructure of American slave- 
ry. I had made it a point to gain the good w«ll and 
affection of my fellow servants, by mixing among 
them ; taking an interest in all their concerns ; and 
rendering them such little services as my favor with 
Mr Carleton put in my power. Once or twice indeed, 
I had overstepped the mark, and got myself into very 
serious trouble by letting my master know what severi- 
ties his overseer inflicted. But though my attempts al 
serving them were not always successful, their grati- 
tude was not the less on that account. 

When my companions observed my melancholy they 
stopped their songs, and having run through their few 
topics of condolence, they continued their conversation 
in a subdued and moderated tone, as if unwilling to 
irritate my feeling by what might seem to me, unsea- 
sonable merriment. I saw, and in my heart acknowl- 
edged the kindness of their intention ; but I did not 
wish that my sadness should cast a shade over what 
they enjoyed as a holiday ; the only holiday perhaps 
which their miserable fate would ever allow them. 
I told them that nothing would be. so iikely to cheer 
mei as to see them merry ; and though my heart was 
eching and ready almost to burst, I forced a laugh, and 
started a song. The rest joined in it ; the chorus 
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rose again loud as ever ; the lau^h went round ; and the 
turbulence of their merriment soon allowed •vk sink 
again into a moody silence. 

I had the natural feelings of a man ; I loved my wife 
and child- Had they been snatched from me by death, 
or had I been separated from them, by some fixed, in- 
evitable, natural necessity, I should have wept, no 
doubt, but my feelings would have been those of simple 
grief, unmixed with any more bitter emotion. But 
that the dear ties of husband and father, ties so twin- 
ed about my inmost heart, should be thus violently 
severed, without a moment's warning, and at a cred' 
itor's caprice ; and he too the creditor of another ; 
to be thus chained up, torn from my home, and driven 
to market, there to be sold to pay the debts of a 
man who called himself my master ; — the thoughts of 
this stirred up within my soul a bitter hatred add a 
burning indignation against the laws and the people 
that tolerate such things ; fierce and deadly passions 
which tore my heart, distracted and tormented me, 
even more than my grief at the sudden separation. 

But the more violent emotions ever tend to cure 
themselves. If the patient survive the first paroxysm, 
his mind speedily begins to verge towards its natural 
equilibrium. I found it so. The torture of furious 
but impotent emotions at first almost overpowered, me. 
But my feelings softened by degrees ; till, at length, 
they subsided into a dull, but fixed and settled misery ; 
a misery which the impulse of temporary exciteriient 
may sometimes make me forget, but which, like the 
jguilty man's remorse, is too deeply rooted to be ever 
ipradicated. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

At length we arrived at Charleston, ihe capital of 
South Carolina. We spent several days in recruiting 
ourselves after our long journey. As soon as we had 
'recovered from our lameness and fatigues, we were 
dressed up in new clothes, and fitted out to show off 
to the best advantage. We were then exposed for the 
inspection o!' purchasers. The women and children, 
pleased with their new finery, seemed to enjoy the 
novelty of their situation, and appeared as anxious to 
find a master and to bruig a high price, as though the 
bargain were actr.ijly for their own benefit.. The 
greater part of our company were bought up by a sin- 
gle purchaser, and I among the rest. We were pur- 
chased by general Carter, a man of princely fortune, 
indeed one of the richest planters in South Carolina ; 
and were immediately sent off to one of his plantations, 
at some distance from the city. 

The lower country of South Carolina, from the At- 
lantic for eighty or an hundred miles inward, including 
more than half the state, is, with the exception I shall 
presently mention, one of the most barren, miserable, 
uninviting couniries in the universe. In general, the 
soil is nothing but a thirsty sandy covered for miles and 
miles, with forests of the long-leaved pine. These 
tracts are called, in the expressive phrase of the coun* 
try, Pine Barrens. For a great distance inland, these 
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Barrens preserve almost a perfect level, raised but a 
few feet above t'^e surface of the sea. The tall, 
straight, branchless trunks of the scattered pines, rise 
like slender columns, and are crowned with a tuft cf 
knarly limbs and long, bi istly leaves, through which the 
breezes murmur with a monotonous sound, much like 
that of falling waters, or waves breaking on a beach. 
There is rarely any undergrowth, and the surface is 
either matted with the saw-palmetto, a low ever-green, 
or covered with a coarse and scattered grass, on which 
herds of half-wild cattle feed in summer , and starve in 
vvinter. The trunks of the pines scarcely interrupt, a 
prospect, whose tedious sameness is only varied by 
tracts, here and there, of almost impenetrable swamp, 
thickly grown up with bays, water oaks, cypresses and 
other large trees, adown whose spreading branches and 
whitened trunks, the long dusky moss hangs in melan- 
choly festoons, drooping to the ground, the very drape- 
ry of disease and death. The rivers, which are 
wide and shallow, swelled with the heavy rains of 
spring and winter, frequently overflow their low and 
marshy banks, and help to increase the extent of swam- 
py ground, — the copious source of poisonous vapors 
and febrile exhalations. Even where the country 
begins to rise into hills, it preserves, fop a long dis- 
tance, its sterile character. It is a collection of 
sandy hillocks thrown together in the strangest confu- 
sion. In many places, not even the plx\^i will grow ; 
and the barren and thirsty soil, is clothed only with 
vStunted bushes of the dwarf oak. In some spots 
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even these are wanting : and the bare sand is drifted 
by the winds. 

Throughout all this extent of country, of which, 
with all its barrenness, a great part might, and by the 
enterprising spirit of free labor doubtless would be, 
brought into profitable cultivation, there are only some 
. small tracts, principally along the water courses, which 
the costly and thriftless system of slave labor has found 
capable of improvtment. All the rest still remains a 
primitive wilderness, with scarcely any thing to inter- 
rupt its desolate and dreary monotony. 

This description does not include the tract stt-etch- 
ing along the ?ea-shore, from the mouth of the Santee 
to that of the Savannah, and extending in some places, 
twenty or thirty miles up the country. The coast be- 
tween these rivers, is a series of islands ; — the famous 
sea-islands of the cotton markets ; and the main land, 
which is separated from these islands by innumerable 
narrow and winding channels, is penetrated, for some 
distance ii land, by a vast number of creeks and inlets. 
The islands present a blufF shore and a fine beach to- 
wards the ocean, but the opposite sides are often low 
and marshy. They were originally covered with a 
magnificent growth of ever-green oaks. The soil is 
light ; but it possesses a fertility never yet attained in 
the dead and barren sands of the interior. These 
lands are protected by embankments from the tides and 
floods, and the fields are divided and drained by fre- 
quent dikes and ditches. Such of them as can be 
most conveniently irrigated with fresh water, are culti- 
vated as rice-fields ; — the higher and dryer lands are em- 
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ployed in the production of the long staple, or sea- 
island cotton, — a species which excels every other in 
the length of its fibre, and almost rivals silk in strength 
and softness. 

These beautiful districts present a strong contrast to 
the rest of the lower country of South Carolina. As far 
as the eye can stretch, nothing is to be seen but a 
smooth, level, highly-cultivated country, penetrpted in 
every direction by creeks and rivers. The residences 
of the planters are often handsome buildings, placed on 
some fine swell, and shaded by a choice variety of 
trees and shrubbery. These houses are inhabited by 
their owners only in the winter. They are driven 
from home in the summer, partly by thg tedium of a 
listless and monotonous indolence, and partly, by the 
unhealthiness of the climate, which is much aggravated 
by the rice cultivation. This absentee aristocracy 
congregates in Charleston, or dazzles and astonishes 
the cities and watering: places of the north by its 
profuse extravagance and reckless dissipation. The 
plantations are left to the sols management of over- 
seers, who, with their families, form almost the only 
permanent free population of these districts. The 
slaves are ten times as numerous as the free. The 
v !m-!',' of this rich and beautiful country is devoted to 
: ; ;!pport of a few hundred famiUes in a lordly, luxu- 
rious, dissipated indolence, v/hich renders them useless 
V .I i ho world and a burden to themselves ; and to con- 
1;;! W'.i towards this same great end. more than an hun- 
dred thousand human beings are sunk into the very 
:tov;c- depths of degradation and misery. 
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General Carter, our new master, was one of the 
richest of these American grandees. The plantation 
to which we were sent, was called Loosahachee ; and 
though very extensive, was but one out of several which 
he owned. Coming as I did from Virginia, there 
were many things in the appearance of the country, 
and in the way in which things were managed, that 
were entirely new to me. 

I and my companions who had always been accus- 
tomed to some small quantity of meat as a relish to our 
corn diet, found our mere unseasoned hominy neither 
so palatable nor so nourishing as we could wish. Be- 
ing strangers and new-comers, we had not yet learned 
the customs of the country ; and were quite unacquaint- 
ed with many of the arts by which the Carolina slaves 
are enabled to eke out their scanty and insufficient al- 
lowance. Our only resource was an appeal to our 
master's generosity ; and it happened, that about a 
fortnight after we were put upon the plantation, general 
Carter, with several of his friends, made a flying visit 
from Charleston to Loosahachee, to see how the crops 
were coming on. This we thought to be a good op- 
portunity to get some improvement of our fare. We 
did not like to ask too much, lest our request should 
be rejected without ceremony. Indeed, we determin- 
ed to be as moderate as possible ; and after due con" 
saltation, it was resolved to petition our master for a 
little salt to season our hominy, — a luxury to which we 
had always been accustomed, but which was not inclu- 
ded in the Loosahachee allowance, which consisted 
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simply of corn. My companions requested me to act 
as spokesman ; and I readily undertook to do so. 

When general Carter and his friends came near my 
task, I walked towards him. He asked me what I 
meant by leaving my work in that fashion, and inquired 
what I wanted. I told him that I was one of the ser- 
vants whom he had lately purchased j that some of us 
were born and raised in Virginia and the rest in North 
Carolina ; that we were not used to living upon bare 
hominy without any thing to give it a relish ; and that 
we should take it as a very great favor if he would be 
kind enough to allow us a little salt. 

He seemed to be rather surprised at the boldness of 
this request, and inquired my name. 

"Archy Moore," I answered. 

"Archy Moore!" he cried with a sneer, — " aud pray 
tell me how long it has been the fashion among you fel- 
lows to have double names You are the first fellow 
I ever owned, who was guilty of such a piece of im- 
pertinence ; — and a damned impertinent fellow you 
are. I sije it in your eye. Let me beg leave to re- 
quest of you, Mr Archy Moore, to be satisfied with 
calling yourself Archy, the next time I inquire your 
name." 

I had taken the name of Moore, since leaving 
Spring-Meadow ; an assumption not uncommon in 
V'r j^inia, and which is there thought harmless enough. 
Bui: the South Carolinians, who of all the Americans, 
sGcoi to have carried the theory and practice of tyran- 
ny to the highest perfection, are jealous of every thing 
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that may seem in any respect, to raise their slaves 
above the level of their dogs and horses. 

The words and manner of my master veere sufficient- 
ly irritating, but I was not to be shuffled off in that way. 
I passed over his rebuke in silence, but ventured 
again, in the most respectful terms I could command, 
to renew the request, that he would be pleased to allow 
us a little salt to season our hominy. 

" You are a damned, unreasonable, dissatisfied set of 
fellows as ever I met with !" was the answer. " Why 
boy, you eat me out of house and home already. It 
is as much as I can do to buy corn for you. If you 
want salt, is n't there plenty of sea-water within five 
miles ? If you want it, you have nothing to do but to 
make it ?" 

So he said ; and as they wheeled their horses and 
rode away, he and his companions joined in a loud 
laugh at the wit and point of his answer. 
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CHAPTER "-'11. 

Among Mr Carleton's servants, or rather the servants 
that had been Mr Carleton's, but who had now become 
the property of general Carter, was one named Thom- 
as. While we had lived together at Carleton-Hall, I 
had contracted an intimacy with him, which we still 
kept up. He was of unmixed African blood, with 
good features, a stout muscular frame, and on several 
accounts, a very remarkable man. 

His bodily strength, and his capacity for enduring 
privation and fatigue, were very uncommon ; but the 
character of his mind was still more so. His passions 
were strong and even violent ; but what is very rare 
among slaves, he had them completely under his con- 
trol ; and in all his words and actions he was as gentle 
as a lamb. The truth was, that when quite young, he 
had been' taken in hand by certain methodists, who liv- 
ed and labored in his neighborhood ; and *so strong 
and lasting were the impressions which their teaching 
hiade upon him, and so completely had he imbibed 
their doctrines, that it seemed as if several of the most 
powerful principles of human nature had been eradicat- 
ed from his bosom. 

His religious teachers had thoroughly inculcated into 
a soul, naturally proud and high-spirited, that creed of 
piissive obedience and patient long-suftering, which 
under the sacred name of religion, has been often found 
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more potent than whips or fetters, in upholding tyran- 
ny and subduing the resistance of the superstitious and 
trembling slave. They had taught him, and he believ- 
ed, that God had made him a servant ; and that it was 
his duty to obey his master, and be contented with his 
lot. Whatever cruelties or indignities the unprovoked 
insolence of unlimited authority might inflict upon him, 
it was his duty to submit in humble silence ; and if his 
master smote him on one cheek, he was to turn to him 
the other also. This, with Thomas, was not a mere 
form of words run through with, and then forgotten. 
In all my experience, I have never known a man 
over whom his creed appeared to hold so powerful a 
control. 

Nature had intended him for one of those lofty spirits 
who are the terror of tyrants, and the bold assertors of 
liberty. But under the influence of his religion, he had 
become a passive, humble and obedient slave. He made 
it a point of duty to be faithful to his master in all things. 
He never tasted whiskey ; he would sooner starve than 
steal ; and he preferred being whipped to telling a lie. 
These qualities, so very uncommon in a slave, as well 
as his cheerful obedience, and laborious industry, had 
gained him the good will even of Mr Carleton's over- 
seer. He was treated as a sort of confidential ser- 
vant ; was often trusted to keep the keys and give 
out the allowance ; — and so scrupulously did he fulfil 
all that was required of him, that even the fretful ca- 
price of an overseer had no fault to find. He had 
lived at Carleton-Hall more than ten years, and in all 
that time, had never once been whipped. What was 



ARCHY MOORE. 



73 



most remarkable and uncommon of all, at the same 
time that he obtained the confidence of the overseer, 
Thomas had succeeded in gaining the good will of his 
fellow servants. There never lived a kinder-hearted, 
better tempered man. There was nothing he was not 
ready to do for a fellow creature in distress ; he was ever 
willing to share his provisions with the hungiy, and to 
help the weak and tired to finish their tasks. Lesides, 
he was the spiritual guide of the plantation, and could 
preach and pray almost as well as his master. I bad 
no sympathy for his religious enthusiasm, but I loved 
and admired the man ; and we had long been on terms 
of close intimacy. 

Thomas had a wife, Ann, by name, a pretty, 
sprightly, good natured girl, wliom he loved exceeding- 
ly. It was a great comfort to him, — indeed he regarded 
it as a special interposition of Providence in his behalf, 
— that when carried away from Carleton-Hall they had 
not been separated. Never was a man more grateful 
or more delighted than Thomas was, when he found 
that both he and Ann had been jfurchased by general 
Carter. That they should fall into the hands -pi the 
same owner was all he desired ; and he readily? trans- 
ferred to the service of general Carte all that zeal and 
devotion, which, as he had been taught to believe, a 
slave owes to his master. While all the rest of us, 
upon our first arrival at Loosahachee, had been com- 
plaining and lamenting over the hardness of our tasks 
and the poor and insufficient food which our new mas- 
ter allowed us,- Thomas .?.§aidvrfof H word; but had 
worked away with such zeal and' vigor, that he soon 
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gained the reputation of being one of the best hands on 
the place, 

Thomas' wife had an infant child but a few weeks old, 
who according to the Carolina fashion, was brought to 
her in the field to be nursed ; — for the Carohna 
planters, spendthrifts in every thing else, in all that 
regards their servants, are wonderful economists. 
One hot afternoon, Ann sat down beneath a tree, and 
took the infant from the hands of the litlie child herself 
scarcely able to walk, who had the care of it during 
the day. She had finished the maternal office, and 
was returning slowly, and perhaps rather unwillingly to 
her task, when the overseer rode into that part of the 
field. The name of our J , seer was Mr Martin. 
He was one of those who are denominated smart fel- 
lows and good disciplinarians. He had established a 
rule that there was to be no loitering at Loosahachee. 
Walking was too lazy a pace for him ; if there was any 
occasion to go from one part of the field to another, 
it was to be in a run. Ann had perhaps forgotten, 
at all events, she was not complying with this ridicu- 
lous piece of discipline. This was no sooner observ- 
ed by the overseer, than he rode up to her ; cursed 
her for a lazy vagabond ; and commenced beating her 
over the head v/ith his whip. Thomas happened to 
be working close by. Ke felt every stroke ten times 
as keenly as though it h&d lighted upon his own shoul- 
ders. Here was a trial too strong for the artificial 
principles of any creed. He moved forward as though 
he would go to his wife's assistance. We who were 
by, begged him to stop ; and told him he would only 
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get himself into trouble. But the cries and shrieks of 
his wife made him deaf to our entreaties ; he rushed 
forward ; and before the overseer was aware, he seized 
his whip, snatched it from his hand ; and demanded 
what he meant by beating a woman in that way for no 
offence whatever ? 

To judge from Mr Martin's looks, this was a display 
of spirit, or as he would call it, of insolence and insub- 
ordination, for which he was not at all prepared. He 
reined back his horse for a rod or two ; — when, seem- 
ing to recollect himself, he put his hand into his coat- 
pocket and drew out a pistol. He cocked it and 
pointed it at Thomas, who dropped the whip and 
turned to run. Mr Martin fired ; but his hand shook 
too much to enable him to take a very effectual aim ; 
and Thomas continued bis flight ; leaped the fence ; 
and disappeared in the thicket by which it was bor- 
dered. 

Having put the husband to flight, the overseer turn- 
ed to the wife who stood by trembling and crying. 
He was boiling over with rage and passion, and seem- 
ed determined to spend his fury on this helpless and 
unhappy woman. He called the driver of the gang, 
and two or three other men to his assistance, and bade ■ 
them strip off her clothes. 

The preparations being complete, Mr Martin com- 
menced the torture. The lash buried itself in her 
flesh at every blow ; and as the poor vvretch threw up 
her gashed and gory arms, the blood ran down in 
streams. Her cries were dreadful. Used as I had 
been to similar sceaes, my heart sickened and my 
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head grew dizzy. I long'^d to seize the monster by 
the throat and dash him - 'he ground. How I re- 
strained myself I do not know. Most sure I am, that 
nothing but the base and dastard spirit of a slave could 
have endured that scene of female torture and distress, 
and not have interfered. 

Before Mr Martin had finished, poor Ann sunk to 
the ground in a state of total insensibility. He rorder- 
ed us to make a litter of slicks and hoe-handles, and to 
carry her to his house. We laid her down in the pas- 
sage. The overseer brought a heavy chain, one end of 
which he put around her neck, and the other he fast- 
ened to one of the beams. He said her fainting was 
all pretence ; and that if he did not chain her, she 
would be running away and joinmg her husband. 

We were now all ordered into the woods to hunt 
for Thomas. We separated and pretended to exam- 
ine every place that seemed likely to conceal him ; 
hut with the exception of the drivers, and one or tv/o 
base fellows who sought to curry favor with the over- 
seer, I do not believe that any of us felt any great anx- 
iety or took much pains to find him. Not far from the 
fence was a low swampy place, thickly grown up with 
cane and gum-trees. As I was inaking my way 
through it, I came suddenly upon Thomas, who was 
leaning against the trunk of a large tree. He laid his 
hand upon my shoulder, and asked what the overseer 
had done to his wife. I concealed from him, as well 
as I could, the miserable torture which had been in- 
flicted upon her ; but I told him that Mr Martin was 
all fire and fury, and that it would be best for him to 
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keep out of the way till his passion could subside a 
Jittle. I promised to return in the evening and to bring 
him food. In the mean time, if he would lie close, 
there would be little danger that any one would find 
him. 

We were presently called back from our ineffectual 
search and ordered to resume our tasks. I finished 
mine as quickly as I could ; hastened home, got some 
food ready, and went to see poor Ann. I found 
her lying in the passage chained as we had left her. 
Her low moans showed that she had so far recovered 
herself as to be once more sensitive to pain. She com- 
plained that the chain about her neck hurt her and made 
it difficult to breathe. I stooped down and was attempt- 
ing to loosen it, when Mrs Martin made her appear- 
ance at the door ; she asked what right I had to med- 
dle with the girl ; and bade me go about my business. 
I would have left the food I had brought ; but Mrs 
Martin told me to take it away again ; it would learn 
the wench better manners, she said, to starve her for a 
day or two. 

I took up my little basket, and went away with a 
heavy heart. As soon as it grew dark, I set off to 
meet Thomas ; but lest my steps might be dogged by 
the overseer or some of his spies, I took a very 
round-about course. I found him near the place where 
I had met him before. His earnest entreaties to know 
the whole, drew from me the story of his poor wife's 
sufferings and her present situation. It moved him 
deeply. At intervals he wept like a child ; — then he 
strove to restrain himself, repealing half aloud, some 
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texts of scripture, and what seemed a sort of prayer. 
But all would not do ; and carried away at last, by a 
sudden gust of passion, lt)rgetful of all his religious 
scruples, he cursed the brutal overseer with all the ener- 
gy of a husband's vengeahce. Presently he recovered 
his self command, and began to take fault to himself, 
ascribing all the blame to his own foolish interference. 
The thought that what his affection for his wife had 
prompted him to do, had only served to aggi-avate her 
sufferings, seemed to agitate him almost to distraction. 
Again, the tide of passion swept all before it. His 
countenance grew convulsed ; his bosom heaved ; and 
he only found relief in half uttered threats and mutter- 
ed execrations. 

He Consulted with me as to what he had better do. 
I knew that the overseer was terribly incensed against 
him. I had heard him say, tnat if such a daring act of 
insolence was not most signally punished, it would be 
enough to corrupt and disorder the whole neighbor- 
hood. I was aware that Mr Martin would not dare 
absolutely to put him to death. But this prohibition 
to commit murder is the sole and single limit to an 
overseer's authority ; and 1 knew that he had both the 
right and the will to inflict a torture compared to which 
the agonies of an ordinary death-struggle would be but 
trifling. I therefore advised Thomas to fly ; since 
even if he were caught at last, no severer punishment 
could be inflicted upon him than he would be certain 
of, upon a voluntary surrender. 

For a moment, this advice seemed to please him ; 
and an expression of daring determination appear- 
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ed in his face, such as I had never seen there before. 
But it disappeaved in an instant. " There is Ann," 
he said, " I cf.nnot leave her, and she, poor timid 
thing, even if she were well, I could never persuade 
her to flj with me. It will not do, Archy ; I cannot 
leave my wife !" 

What could I answer : 

I understood him well, and knew how to sympathise 
with him. I could not but admit the force of his ob- 
jection. Such feelings I knew it would be in vain to 
combat with arguments ; indeed I could not make up 
my mind to attempt it. As I had no other advice to 
give, I remained silent. 

Thomas seemed lost in thought, and continued for 
some minutes with his eyes fixed upon the gEOund. 
Presently he told me that he had made up his mind. 
He was determined, he said, to go to Charleston and 
appeal to his master. 

The .little I had known of general Carter, did not 
incline me to put much dependence on his justice or 
generosity ; but as Thomas seemed pleased with this 
plan, and as it was his only chance, I applauded it. 
He ate the food I had brought, and determined to set 
off immediately. He had only been once to Charles- 
ton, during all the time we had been at Loosabachee ; 
but as he was one of those people, who, if they have 
been once to a place, find little difliculty in going a sec- 
ond time, I had no doubt of his finding his way to 
town. 

I returned to my cabin ; but I was so anxious and 
uncertain about the success of Thomas, in the scheme 
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he had adopted, that I could not sleep. At daylight I 
went to my task. My anxiety acted as a stimulus upon 
me, and I had finished long before any of my compan- 
ionsv As I was passing from the field to my cabin, I 
saw general Carter's carriage driving up the road ; and 
as it passed me I observed poor Thomas behind, 
chained to the footman's stand. 

The carriage drove up to the house. General Carter 
got out of it, and sent off in great haste for Mr Martin, 
who had taken his gun and dog early that morning, and 
had been beating about the woods all day, in search of 
Thomas. In the mean time, general Carter ordered 
all the hands on the plantation to be collected. 

At last Mr Martin arrived. The moment general 
Carter saw him, he cried out — " Well sir, here is 
a run-away, 1 have broughi back for you. , Would 
you believe it ? — the fellow had the impertinence to 
come to Charleston with the story of his grievances ! 
Even from his own account of the rr^atter, he was guil- 
ty of the greatest insolence I ever heard of.- Snatching 
the whip from the hand of an overseer ! Things are 
coming to a preity pass indeed, when these fellows un- 
dertake to justify such insubordination. The next thing 
we shall hear of, they will be cutting our throats. How- 
ever, I stopped the scoundrel's mouth before he had 
said five words. I told him, I would pardon any thing 
sooner than insolence to my overseer. I would much 
sooner excuse impertinence towards myself. And to 
let him know what I thought of his conduct, here you 
see I have brought him back to you ; and I have done 
it myself, even at the risk of being obliged to sleep 
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here to- ill v:.\ catching the country fever. Whip 
the rase i [r Martin ! whip him well ! I have 

had all ujb iiauus collectedj that they might see the 
punishment and take warning by it." 

Mr Martin thus invited, sprung upon his prey with a 
tiger's ferocity. But I have no inclination to disgust 
myself with another description of the horrid torment of 
which in America, the whip is the active and continu- 
al instrument. He who is curious in these matters, 
■ will do well to spend six months upon an American 
plantation. He will soon discover that the rack was a 
surpefluous invention ; and that the whip, by those ^ 
well skilled in the use of it, can be made to answer 
any purposes of torture. 

Though Thomas was quite cut up with the lash, and 
whipped by two drivers till he fainted from pain and 
loss of blood, such was the nerve and vigor of his 
constitution, and the noble firmness of his mind, that he 
stood it like a hero, and disdained to utter any of those 
piercing screams and piteous cries for mercy, which 
are commonly heard upon the like occasions. He 
soon got over the effects of this discipline ; and in a 
few days was at work again as usual. 

Not so with his wife. She was natwaily of a slen- 
der constitution, and perhaps had not entirely recover- 
ed from the weakness incident upon child-birth. Either 
the whipping she had suffered, or her chains and star- 
vation afterwards, or both together, had brought on a 
violent disorder, of which at first, she seemed to get 
better, but which left her suffering under a dull nervous 
fever, without strength or appetite, or even the desire 
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of recovery. Her poor baby seemed to sympathise 
widi its mother, and pined from day to day. At length 
it died. The mother did not long survive it. She lin- 
gered for a week or two. Sick as she was, she had 
no attendant except a superannuated old woman who 
could neither see nor hear. Thomas of course was 
obliged to go to his tasks as usual. He returned one 
night, and found her dead. 

One of the drivers, a mean spirited fellow, and Mr 
Martin's principal spy and informer, was the only person 
allowed to preach at Loosahachee, and to act as the 
leader in those mummeries to which the ignorant and 
superstitious slaves give the name of religion. He paid 
a visit to the afflicted husband, and offered his services 
for the funeral. Thomas had so much natural good 
sense, that he was not, hke many persons of his way 
of thinking, imposed upon and taken in, by every one 
who chose to make use of the cant of sanctity. He 
had long ago seen through this hypocritical fellow, and 
learned to despise him. He therefore declined his as- 
sistance ; and pointing to me " himself and his friend," 
he said, " would be sufficient to bury the poor girl." 
He seemed about to add something more ; but the 
mention of his wife had overpowered him ; his voice 
choaked, his eyes filled wiih tearsj and he was con- 
s^ained to be silent. 

It was a Sunday. The preacher soon left us ; and 
poor Thomas sat the whole day watching his wife's 
body. I remained with him ; but I knew how use- 
less any attempt at consolation would be, and I said but 
little. 
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Towards sun-set, several of our fellow servants 
came in ; and they were iiresently followed by most of 
the plantation people. We took up the body and car- 
ried it to the place of burial. This was a fine smooth 
slope covered with tall trees. It seemed to have been 
long used for its present purpose. Numerous little 
ridges, some of them new, and others just discernable, 
indicated the places of the graves. 

The husbaD.d leaned over the body, while we busied 
ourselves in the sad office of digging its last resting 
plac-;;. The shallow grave was soon finished. We 
all remained silent, in expectation of a prayer, a hymn, 
or some similar ceremony. Thomas attempted once 
or twice to begin ; but his voice rattled in his throat, 
and died away in an inarticulate murmur. He shook 
his head, and bade us place the body in the grave. 
We did so ; and the earth was soon heaped upon it. 

It was already growing dark ; and the burial being fin- 
ished, those who had attended at it, hastened homeward. 
The husband still remained standing by the side of the 
g;ave. I took his arm, and with a gentle force, would 
have drawn him away. He shook me off, and raising 
his hand and head, he muttered in a low whisper, 
"murdr-red, murdered !" As he spoke these words, 
he turned his eyes on me. There gleamed in them, 
a spirit of passionate and indignant grief. It was plain 
that natural feeling was fast gaining the mastery over 
that system of artificial constraint in which he had been 
educated. I sympathised with him ; and I pressed 
his hand to let him know I did so. He returned the 
pressure ; and after a short pause, he added " blood for 
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blood ; is it not so, Archy ?" There was something 
terrible :n the slow, but firm and steady tone in which 
he spoke. I knew not what to answer ; nor did he 
appear to expect a reply. Though he addres.sed me, 
the question seemed intended only for himself. I took 
his arm, and we walked off in silence. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

It is customary in South Carolina, to allow the 
slaves the \yeek from Christmas to the new year, as 
a sort of holiday. This indulgence is extended so far, 
that during that week, they are, for the most part, 
allowed to leave the plantations, the scenes of their 
daily labors and sufferings, and to wander about in the 
neighborhood, pretty much at their own will and pleas- 
ure. The high-ways present at that season, "a singu- 
lar appearance. The slaves of every age and sex, 
collected from the populous plantations of the tide- 
waters, and dressed in the best attire they have been 
able to muster, assemble in great numbers, swarming 
along the road, and clustering about the little whiskey- 
shops, producing a scene of bustle and confusion, 
witnessed only at the Christmas holidays. 
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Those shops are principally supported by a traffic 
with the slaves for stolen rice and cotton, — a traffic 
which all the vindictive fury of the planters, backed by 
an abundant legislation, H&s not been able to eradicate. 
They are the chief support, in fact, the only means 
of livelihood, open to a considerable portion of the 
lower order of the white aristocracy of the country. 
It Is the same in Carolina as in Lower Virginia. The 
poor whites are extremely rude and ignorant, and ac- 
quainted with but few of the comforts of civilized life. 
They are idle, dissipated, and vicious ; with all that 
vulgar brutality of vice, which poverty and ignorance 
render so conspicuous and disgusting. Without land, 
or at best, possessing some little tract of barren and 
exhausted soil, which they have neither skill nor indus- 
try to render productive ; without any trade or handi- 
craft art ; and looking upon all manual labor as degrad- 
ing to freemen, and fit only for a state of servitude, — 
these poor white men have become the jest of the 
slaves, and are at once, feared and hated by the select 
aristocracy of rich planters. It is only the right of 
suffrage which they possess, that preserves them the 
show of consideration and respect with which they are 
yet treated. This right of suffrage, of which the se- 
lect aristocracy are extremely anxious to deprive them, 
is the only safeguard of the poor whites. But for this, 
they would be trampled under foot \vithout mercy ; 
and by lorce of law and legislation, would soon be re- 
duced to a condition little superior to that of the very 
slaves themselves. 

On the Christmas holidays which succeeded my 
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becoming an inhabitant of Loosahachee, a great number 
of slaves, of whom, I was one, were assembled about a 
little store on the neighboring high road, laughing, talk- 
lug, drinking whiskey and making merry after our sev- 
eral fashions. While we were thus employed, I ob- 
served riding along the road, a mean looking fellow, 
shabbily dressed, with a face of that disagreeable cada- 
verous hue that makes the inferior order of whites m. 
Lower Carolina look so much like walking corpses. 
He was mounted on a lean scraggy horse, whose hips 
seemed just bursting through the skin, and he carried 
in his hand an enormous whip, which he handled with a 
familiar grace, seldom acquired except by an Ameri- 
can slave-driver. As he passed us, I noticed that all 
the slaves who had hats, pulled them off to him ; but 
as I did not see any thing in the fellow's appearance 
that demanded any particular respect, and as I was igno- 
rant of the CaroUna etiquette, which requires from 
every slave an obsequious bearing towards every free- 
man, seldom expected in Virginia, I let ray hat 
remain upon my head. The fellow noticed it ; reined 
up his jaded beast, and eyed me sharply. My com- 
plexion made- him doubt whether I might not be a free- 
man ; my dress' and the company I was in, gave him 
equal grounds for supposing me a slave. He inquired 
who I was ; and being told that J. was one of general 
Carter''s people, he rode towards me with his upraised 
whip> demanding why I did not take off my hat to 
him ; and without waiting for an answer, he began to 
lay iiio lash over my shoulders. The fellow was evi- 
donily drunk, and my first impulse was to take the 
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whip away from him. Luckily I did not yield to this 
impulse ; for any attempt to resist even a drunken 
white man, though that resistance was only in repelling 
the most unprovoked attack, according to the just and 
equal laws of Carolina, might have cost me my life. 

I learned upon inquiry that this fellow had been an 
overseer ; but some time previous had been discharged 
by his employer for suspected dishonesty. Not long af- 
ter, he had set up a whiskey shop about half a mile dis- 
tant. From what he said to the owner of the store where 
we were sssembied, it would seem that his shop had 
not been so much frequented during the holidays as he 
had expected ; and in beating me, he had vented his 
drunken spite and ill humor on the first object that gave 
him any thing like a pretence to exercise it. I learn- 
ed too, that this fellow whose name was Christie, was 
a cousin of Mr Martin, our overseer. They had 
been close friends ; but had lately had a violent quar- 
rel. Christie had stabbed Martin ; and Martin had 
shot at Christie with his double-barrelled gun. He 
had taken a* still more effectual revenge by doing his 
best to stop the trade from Loosahachee to Christie's 
shop, which he had formerly winked at, and which had 
been carried on, much to Christie's benefit, by the ex- 
change of well watered whiskey for general Carter's 
rice and cotton. 

I r-o sooner heard this account of Mr Christie, than . 
it occurred to me that I had him in my power ; and at 
once, I resolved to make him smart in his turn, for the 
lashes he had . inflicted upon me. It is true, I was 
obliged to play the part of a spy and an informer ; but 
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such low means are the only resource which the con* 
dition of servitude allows. As soon as I got home, I 
hastened to the overseer, and with an abundance of 
hypocritical pretences and professions of zeal for my 
master's service, I communicated to him as a great 
secret, the fact that Blr Christie was in the habit of 
trading with the hands, and buying whatever they 
brought him, without asking any questions. 

Mr Martin said that he was well aware of it ; and hs 
would give me five dollars, if I would help him to de- 
tect Christie in the fact. 

We quickly struck up a bargain. The overseer 
furnished me wiih a quantity of cotton ; and I set off, 
one moon-light night, to pay a visit to Mr Chrisiie's 
shop. I 

He recognized me at once, and jested a good deal, 
about the whipping he had given me. He thought it 
an excellent joke ; and it best answered my purpose to 
appear very much of the same opinion. I found him 
not at all disinclined to trade, provided I would ex- 
change my cotton for his v/hiskey, at the nominal price 
of a dollar a quart. It was not long before I. paid him 
a second visit. That time, Mr Martin and one of his 
friends were posted outside the shop, at a place where 
they could peep between the logs and see and over- 
hear the whole transaction. 

To buy rice, cotton, or in fact any thing else of a 
slave, unless he produces a written permit from his mas- 
ter to sell it, according to the Carolina statute-book, 
isi one of the most enormous crimes a man can com- 
mit. Mr Christie was indicted at the next co\:<tX, 
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He was found guilty on the express testimony of Mr 
Martin and his companion ; and was fined a thousand 
dollars and sentenced to a year's imprisonment. The 
fine swept away what little property he had ; and how 
his imprisonment ended I never heard. More than 
one of the jurymen who convicted him, were griev- 
ously suspected of the very same practices ; but the 
dread of incuring fresh suspicion, or perhaps the jealous 
rivalry of trade, made those very fellows the most 
clamorous for his condemnation. 

Mr Martin was so well pleased with my services in 
this affair, — in which he fancied I had put myself for- 
ward merely to be used as his cat's-paw, — that he took 
me quite into favor, and began to employ me as one 
of his regular spies and informers. Tyranny, whether 
on the great scale or thr- little, can only be sustained 
through a system of espoinage and betrayal, in which 
the most mean-spirited of the oppressed are turned 
into the tools and instruments of oppression. There are 
many alleviations of the wretchedness of slavery to be 
expected from the favor and indulgence of an overseer. 
Let it be remembered also, that so strong are the al- 
lurements which power holds out, that even among 
freemen, there are hundreds of thousands always to be 
found, who are ready to assist in sacrificing the dearest 
rights o: ".heir neighbors, by volunteering to be the in- 
struments of superior tyrants. What then can be rea- 
sonably expected from those who have been studious- 
ly and systematically degraded .'' What wonder, if 
among the oppressed are found the readiest and most 
relentless instruments of oppression } 
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As I knew I could turn Mr Martin's favor to good 
account, I took care not to let him suspect, with what 
scorn and loathing I regarded the office in which he 
sought to employ me. But while he imagined that I was 
engaged heart and hand in his service, I counter-work- 
ed him more than once, by communicating his plans 
and stratagems to those whom he sought to entrap. 
This same Mr Martin, though he was absolute viceroy 
over more than three hundred people, was a very igno- 
rant and a very stupid fellow. Several circumstances 
occurred, which with a shrewd person would have 
betrayed me ; but I succeeded so completely in 
blinding Mr Martin's eyes, that he still continued to 
place an unlimited confidence in my fidelity. Of this, 
he soon gave me a new proof ; for riding one day, in- 
to the field, where I was at work, and not finding mat- 
ters going on just to suit him, he called out the driver 
of the gang, and took from him the whip, which he 
carried as the badge and principal instrument of his 
office. He then called for me ; and having given me 
twenty or thirty lashes, according to the custom in 
such cases, he put the whip into my hand, appointed 
me driver of the gang, and bade me do the first duty 
of my new office upon the fellow to whose place 1 had 
succeeded. 

It is under the inspection of drivers, who are ap- 
pointed from among the slaves, at the will of the over- 
seer, that the cultivation of a Carolina plantation is 
carried on. The overseers have learned too much of 
the airs and the luxurious indolence of their employers, 
to be willing to be riding about all day, in the hot sun, 
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looking after the laborers. The r :n ? divided in- 
to gangs, and each gang is put ■ udn] i. charge of a 
driver, who is generally selecte : ' ' i cowardly and 
mean-spiriied subserviency, ar * - .iness to tyran- 
nise over and to betray his companix. s. The driver 
is entrusted with h}\ the unlimited and absolute author- 
ity of the master himself. He receives a double al- 
lowance ; he has no task ; — his sole business is to look 
after his gang and see that they perform the work as- 
signed them ; and for this purpose he takes his station in 
the midst of them whip in hand. When iije overseer 
makes his appearance in the field, all the drivers collect 
about him to receive his orders. For the performance 
of the work assigned to his gang, each driver is himself 
responsible ; and that he may perfectly understand by 
what means he is to enforce its performance, the over- 
seer usually inducts him into office by giving him a 
severe castigation with the very whip which he after- 
wards puts into his hand to be used upon his com- 
panions. 

The absolute power of an overseer, is often, I ought 
rather to say always, shockingly abused ; but the ab- 
solute power of drivers is yet one step higher towards 
the perfection of tyranny. The driver faithfully copies 
all the arrogance and insolence of the overseer from 
whom he receives his commission ; and as he is always 
■ among his gang, the aggravating weight of his authority 
is so much the heavier. He is but one of themselves; 
and the slaves are naturally more impatient of his rule, 
than they would be of the same dominion, exercised 
by one belonging to what they have been taught to 
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regard as a superior race ; and whom, as being a free- 
man, they are ready to acknowledge as actually their 
superior. Besides, the drivers are far from limiting 
their demands, as the overseer himself generally would 
do, to the performance of the field labor. They have 
a thousand little spites to gratify ; a thousand purposes 
of their own to accomplish. They are in fact, the ab- 
solute masters of every thing which any of their gang 
may happen to possess ; and the persons of the wo- 
men are as much at their disposal as at that of the 
overseer or the master. Even, if by chance, a driver 
should happen not to be disposed to abuse his authority, 
the dread of loosing his situation, and the knowledge 
that all the deficiencies of any of his subordinates will 
be visited upon his head, makes him of necessity, 
hasty, harsh and cruel. 

Heaven is my witness that while I held the office of 
driver, my great object was, to use the authority which 
it gave me, to alleviate as far as I could, the misery of 
my companions. My gang consisted of the Carleton 
hands, with whom I had long been connected, and 
whom I looked upon as friends and fellow sufferers. 
Many is the time, when I have seen one and another 
fainting under his task, and unable to finish it, that I 
have dropped the whip, seized the hoe, and instead of 
of the stimulus of the lash, have used the encourage- 
ment of aid and assistance. This 1 did repeatedly; 
though Mr Martin, more than once, when he found rct* 
so employed, expressed his disapprobation, and told 
me it was no way, and would only bring the station of 
driver into contempt. 
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But it is no part of my purpose to write an eulogium 
on myself ; and I shall not hesitate to confess the 
whole truth. There were times that I ahused my 
ofBce ; — and I verily believe that no man ever exer- 
cised an unlimited authority %vho did not abuse it. 
The consciousness of my power, made me insolent 
and impatient ; — and with all my hatred, my hearty, 
experimental hatred of tyranny, the whip had not long 
been placed in my hands, before I caught myself in 
the act of playing the tyrant. 

Power is ever dangerous and intoxicating. Human 
nature cannot bear it. It must be constantly checked, 
controled and limited, or it declines inevitably into 
tyranny. Even all the endearments of the family con- 
nexion the tenderness of coniiubial love, and the 
heart-binding ties of paternity, seconded as they al- 
ways are by the controling influence of habit and opin- 
ion, have not made it safe to entrust the head of a 
family with absolute power even over his own hou:e- 
hold. . What terms ihen are strong enough in which 
to denounce the vain, ridiculous and wanton folly of" 
expecting any thing but abuse where power is totallj* 
unchecked, by either moral or legal control ? 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Since the death of his wife, a remarkable change had 
taken place in my friend Thomas. He had lost his for- 
mer air of contentment and good nature, and had grown 
morose and sullen. Instead of being the most willing 
and industrious laborer in the field, as he used to be, 
he seemed to have imbibed a strong distaste for work, 
and lie slighted and neglected his task as much as pos- 
sible. Had he been under any other driver than my- 
self, his idleness and neglect would have frequently 
brought him into trouble. But I loved and pitied him; 
and I screened him all I could. 

The virrongs and injuries that had been inflicted up- 
on him since his arrival at Loosahachee, seemed to 
have subverted all the principles upon which he had so 
long acted. It was a subject on which he did not 
seem inclined to converse, and upon which I was un- 
willing to press him ; but I had abundant reason to 
suspect that he had totally renounced the religion in 
which he bad been so carefully instructed ; and which, 
for so long a time, had exercised so powerful an 
influence over him. He had secretly returned to 
the practice of certain wild rites, which in his early 
youth, he had learned from his mother, who had her- 
self been kidnapped from the coast of Africa, and who 
had been, as he had often told me, zealously devoted 
to her country's superstitions. He would sometimes 
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talk wildly and incoherently about having seen the 
spirit of his departed wife, and of some promise he 
had made to the apparition ; and I was led to believe 
that he suffered under occasional fits of partial insanity. 

At ail events, he was in most if^spects, an altered 
man. He had ceased to be the humble and obedient 
slave, contented with his lot, and zealously devoted 
to his mastei's service. Instead of promoting his 
master's interest, it seemed now to be his study and 
his aim to do as much mischief as possible. There 
were two or three artful, daring, unquiet spirits on the 
plantation, from whom till lately, he had kept aloof, 
but whose acquaintance he row sought, and whose 
confidence he soon obtained. They found him bold 
and prudent, and what was more, trusty and magnani- 
mous ; and they soon gave place to his superiority of 
intellect, and acknowledged him as their leader. They 
were joined by some others, whose only motive was 
the desire of plunder, and they extended their depre- 
dations to every part of the plantation. 

In this new character. Thomas still gave evidence 
that he was no ordinary man. He conducted his en- 
terprises with singular address ; and when all other 
stratagems by which to save his companions from de- 
tection failed him, he had still one resource that prov- 
ed the native nobleness of his soul. Such was the 
steady firmness of his mind, and the masculine vigor 
of his constitution, that he was enabled to do what few 
men could. He could brave even the torture of the 
lash — a torture, as I have said already, not less terri- 
ble than that of the rack itself. When every other 
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resource failed him, he was ready to shield his com- 
panions by a voluntary confession ; and to concentrate 
upon himself a punishment, which he knew that some 
among them were too feeble and faint-hearted to en- 
dure. Magnanimity such as this, is esteemed even in 
a h-eeman the highest pitch of virtue ; — how then shall 
we sufficiently admire it in a slave ? 

Thank God, tyranny is not omnipotent ! 

Though it crush its victims to the earth ; and tread 
them into the dust ; and brutify them by every possi- 
ble invention ; it cannot totally extinguish the spirit of 
manhood within them. Here it gnmmc;?'s j and there 
it secretly burns ; sooner or later, to burst forth in a 
flame, that will not be quenched and cannot be kept 
under ! 

So long as I was in the confidence of Mr Martin, I 
was able to render Thomas essential service, by in- 
forming him of the suspicions, plans, and stratagems of 
the overseer. It was not long however, before I for- 
feited that confidence ; not because Mr Martin enter- 
tained any suspicions of my playing him false, — for it 
was very easy to throw dust in the eyes of so stupid a 
fellow, — but because I did not come up to his notions 
of the spirit and the duty of a driver. The season 
w IS sickly ; and as the hands who composed my gang 
were from a more northern climate, and not yet sea- 
soned 10 the pestiferous atmosphere of a rice planta- 
tion, they suffered a good deal from sickness, and seve- 
ral of them were often unable to work. I had ex- 
plained this to Mr Martin, and he seemed to be satisfi- 
ed with my explanation ; but riding into the field one 
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dayj in a particular bad humor, and I believe, a little 
excited with liquor, he got into a towering rage at 
finding not half my gang in the field, and more than 
half the tasks untouched. 

He demanded the reason. 

I told him that the hands were sick. 

He swore they had no business to be sick ; he was 
tired, he said, of this talk about sickness ; he knew very 
well it was all sham ; and he was determined to be 
imposed upon no longer. " If any more complaints 
are made of sickness, Archy, you have nothing to do 
but to whip the scoundrels and set them to work." 

" What" said I, " if they are really sick ?" 

" Sick or not sick, I tell you. If they are not sick 
Q whipping is no more than they deserve ; and if they 
are, why nothing is so likely to do them good as a lit- 
tle blood-letting." 

" In that case," said I, " you had better appoint 
another driver ; I should make but a poor hand at 
whipping sick people." 

" Hold your tongue, you damned insolent black- 
guard. Who gave you leave to advise me or dispute 
my orders Hand me your whip, you rascal." 

I did so ; and Mr Martin tliereupon administered 
upon me a fresh infliction of that same discipline he 
had bestowed when he first put the whip into my hand. 
So ended my driver-ship ; and though I now lost my 
double allowance, and v.'as obliged to turn into the 
field again, and perform my task like the other hands, 
I cannot say that I much regretted it. It was a pitiful 
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ami s ••)rry oillce, which no one hut a scoundrel ever 
ought U) undertake. 

I now united myaelf more closely to the party of 
'i'lionia--, and joined heart and hand in all their enter- 
[uizoi. Our depredations became at last so consider- 
able, that Mv Martin was obliged to establish a regular 
wau L; consisling of his drivers and a few of their sub- 
oidi nates, who kept prowling about the plantation all 
night, and made it unsafe to venture into the fields. 
Thi;> arrangement was hastene 1 by a circumstance that 
happened upon the plantati>.n, about whicn a very 
.sliict inquiry was instituted, but which led to no defi- 
nllG result. On one and the same night, general Car- 
UM-'s splcitdid plantation-seat, and his expensive rice 
mills wi^re discovered to be on fire ; and notwithstand- 
\ws til e/forts to save them, both were totally consum- 
ed. Several of thu :,laves, and Thomas among the 
rest. v. iM c nr:t to a sort of torture to make them ac- 
kii '! J'.) <(ime pai'licipation in this house-burning, 
'i .. ;!. c.i ueky availed nothing. They all stoutly denied 
..;/.\/hil; ;iuy thin;- aliout it. I was, as I have said, 
very nnir h ir. 1 i=f>r;jas' confidence ; yet ho never 
spoke to i.;c ahout this fire. As he was one of those 
men wlin kmv.v how to keep their own secrets, I al- 
Avays .-iHj tT'icd that he knew much more about the 
jii;u;i.;!\ than he chose to divulge. 

At all eci'.Miis, it w-as evidently a much more potent 
ic-elin;% ihri!! tlic mere lovc of plunder by which Thom- 
as was actuated. Since his -wife's deatl!, he somc- 
linics diiiiik to excess ; but this was seldom, and there 
never Tvas man more tf;i:;jierat(.' in his meats and' 
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drinks, or less fastidious than Tliomas geneially was. 
He had formerly dressed with much neatness ; now he 
neglected his dress altogether. He did not love socie- 
ty ; he had little intercourse with any body except with 
me; and it was not always that he seemed to wish even 
for my company. Thomas had little use for his share 
of the plunder ; and in fact, he generally distributed 
it among his companions. 

When the thing was first proposed, he seemed to 
have little inclination to extend our depredations be- 
yond the limits of Loosahachee, But as it was no 
longer safe to continue them there ; and as his com- 
pany had rioted too long in plunder to be willing to 
relinquish it, Thomas yielded at last to their urgent 
solicitations, and led us, night after night, to the neigh- 
boring plantations. We soon pushed our proceedings 
so far, as to attract the notice of the overseers, whose 
domains we had invaded. At first, they supposed that 
the thieves were to be looked for at home ; and num- 
berless were the severities they exercised upon those 
whom they suspected. But in spite of all 'heir cruel- 
ties, the depredations were still continued ; and such 
was the singular art and cunning which Thomas display- 
ed, in varying the scene and manner of our visits, that 
for a long time, we escaped all the traps and ambushes 
that were planned to detect us. 

We were one night, in a rice field, and had almost 
filled our bags, when the watchful ear of Thomas de- 
tected a sound, as if of some one cautiously approach- 
ing. He supposed it might be the patrol, which, of 
late, instead of whiling away their time by the help of 
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a fiddle and a bottle of whiskey, had grown more ac' 
tive, and actually performed some of the duties of a 
night watch. Under this impression, he gave a signal 
for us to steal off quietly, in a certain order which he 
had arranged before hand. The field was bordered on 
one side, by a deep and wide river, from which it was- 
protected by a high embankment. We had come by- 
water ; and our canoe lay in the river, under the shade- 
of a clump of bushes and small trees which grew upon 
the dike. One by one, we cautiously stole over the 
bank, carefully keeping in the shade of the bushesj 
and all but Thomas were already in the boat. We 
were waiting for our leader, who, as usual, was the 
last man in the retreat, when we heard several shouts 
and cries, which seemed to indicate that he was dis- 
covered, if not taken. The sound of two musket 
shots fired in rapid succession,, increased our terror. 
We hastily shoved the boat from the shore; and push- 
ing her into the current of the flood-tide, which was 
setting up the river, we were carried rapidly and silent- 
ly out of sight of our landing place. The shouts were 
still continued ; but they grew fainter and fainter, and 
seemed to take a direction from the river. We now 
put out our paddles, and plying with all our strength,, 
we pretty soon reached a small cove or creek, the 
place where we kept our boat and at which we were 
accustomed to embark. We drew the canoe on 
shore, and carefully concealed it among the high grass. 
Then, without takmg out our rice-bags, and leaving 
our shoes in the boat, we ran towards Loosahachee, 
whi'jh we reached without any further adventure. 
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I was very anxious about Thomas ; but I had 
scarcely thrown myself upon my bed, before I heard a 
light tap at the door of my cabin, which I knew to be 
his. I sprang up and let him in. He was panting for 
breath and covered with mud. Thomas said, that just 
as he was going to climb the embankment, he looked be- 
hind him, and saw two men rapidly approaching. Thej 
seemed to observe him just at the same moment, and 
called to him to stop. If he had attempted to reach 
the boat, it would have drawn them that way, and per- 
haps led to the detection of the whole company. The 
moment they called to him, he dropped his rice-bag, 
and stooping as low as he could, he pushed rapidly 
through the rice in a direction from the river. His 
pursuers raised a loud shout, and fired thoir muskets at 
him, — but vrithout effect. He jumped several cross 
ditches, made, for the high ground, at a distance from 
the river, and drew off the patrol in that direction. 
They pursued iiini closely ; but as he v;a3 very strong 
and active, and well acquainted with the place, he suc- 
ceeded in escaping from among the ditches and em- 
bankments of the rice-field, gained the high grounds, 
and took a direction towards Loosahachee. But 
though he had distanced his pursuers, they had still 
kept upon liis track ; and he expected that they would 
follow him up, and would shortly be arriving. 

While Thomas was telling his adventures, he had 
stripped off his \\;et clothes, and washed off the mud 
with which he was covered. I furnished him with a 
dry suit, which he took with him to his own cabin 
which was close by mine. I hastened round to the 
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cabins of our companions and told tbem what visitors 
to expect. Tiie barking of all the plantation dogs 
pretty soon informed us that the patrol was coming. 
They had roused up the overseer, and with torches in 
their hands, they entered and searched every cabin in 
the quarter. But we were prepared for their visit ; 
we were roused with difficulty out of a deep sleep ; and 
seemed to be very much astonished at this unseason* 
able disturbance. 

The search proved to be a very useless one ; but as 
the patrol were certain that they had traced the fugitive 
to Loosahachee, the overseer of the plantation upon 
which we had been depredating, came over the next 
morning to search out and punish the culprit. He 
was accompanied by three other men, whom it seems 
were freeholders of the district, selected with such 
forms, or rather such neglect of all form, as the laws of 
Carolina prescrihe in such cases. Three Carolina 
freeholders, selected at hap-hazard, constitute such a 
court as in most other countries, would hardly be trust- 
ed with the final adjudication of any matter above the 
value of forty shillings at the utmost. But in that part 
of the world, they not only have the power of judging 
all charges against slaves, and sentencing the accused 
to death ; but what the Caiolinians doubtless consider 
a much graver matter — the right of saddling the state 
treasury with the estimated value of the culprit. This 
law for refunding to the masters, nominally a part, but 
what by over-valuation, usually amounts to the entire 
value, of condemned slaves, deprives the poor wretch- 
es of that protection against an unjust sentence, which 
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Otherwise they might find in the pecuniary interest of 
their masters ; and leaves them without any sort of 
shield against the prejudice, carelessness or stupidity 
of their judges. But why should we expect any thing 
like equity or fairness in the execution of laws which 
themselves are founded upon the grossest wrong ? It 
must be confessed, that in this matter the Americans 
preserve throughout, an admirable consistency. 

A table was set out in the passage of the overseer's 
i'.ouiie some glasses and a bottle of whiskey were 
placed upon it ', and the court proceeded to business. 
We were all brought up and examined, one after the 
other. The only witnesses were the patrol who had 
pursued Thomas ; and they were ordered by the court 
to pick out the culprits. That was rather a difficult 
matter. There were between sixty and seventy men 
of us ; the night had been cloudy and without a moon ; 
and the patrol had only caught some hasty and uncer- 
tain glimpses of the person whom they had followed. 
The court seemed rather vexed at their hesitation. 
Yet perhaps it was not very unreasonable ; since they 
were quite unable to agree together as to what sort a 
man it was. One thought him short ; the other was 
certain that he was quite tall. Th? first, pronounced 
him a stout, well-set fellow ; the other had taken him 
to be very slender. 

By this time, the first bottle of whiskey was empti- 
ed, and a second was put upon the table. The court 
now told the witnesses that it would not do ; they did 
not come up to the mark at all ; and if they went on at 
that rate, the fellow would escape altogether. Just at 
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this moment, the overseer of the plantation which had 
been plundered rode up ; and as soon as he had dis- 
mounted, he stepped forward to the relief of the wit- 
nesses. He said, that while the court was organizing, 
he had taken the opportunity, to ride over and exam- 
ine the rice-field, in which the rogue had been started 
up. It was much trampled in places, and there were 
a great many foot-prints ; but they were all just alike, 
and seemed to have been made by the same person. 
He took a little stick fi'om his pocket, on which he 
said, he had carefully marked their exact length and 
breadth. 

Now^ this was a trick for detecting people, vv^hich 
Thomas understood very well ; and he had taken good 
care to be prepared for it. Our whole company were 
provided with shoes of the largest size we could get, 
and all cKaclly of the same pattern ; so that our tracks 
had the appearance of being made by a single person, 
and he a fellow wiih a very large foot. 

This speech of the overseer seemed to revive the 
drooping hopes of the judges ; and they made us all 
sit down upon the ground and have our feet measured. 
There was a man on the plantation named Billy, a 
harmless, stupid fellow, wholly unconnected with us; 
but unluckily for him, the only one of all the slaves 
whose foot corresponded at ail with the measure. The 
length of this poor fellow's foot was fatal to him. The 
judges shouted with one voice, and in the style of con- 
demnation to be expected from such a court, that 
" they would be damned if he was not the thief." It 
was in vain that the poor fellow denied the charge and 
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pleaded for mercy. His terror, confusion and sur- 
prise, onl} served to confirm the opinion of his guilt ; 
«nd the more he denied, and the louder he pleaded, 
the more positively his judges were determined ajjainst 
him Without further ceremony they pronounced him 
guilty, and sentenced him to be hung ! 

The sentence was no sooner pronounced than pre- 
parations were made for his execution. An empty 
barrel was brought out, and placed under a tree that 
stood before the door. The poor fellow was mounted 
upon it ; the halter was put about his neck, and fasten- 
ed to a limb over his head. The judges had already 
become so drunk as to have lost all sense of judicial 
decorum. One of them kicked away the barrel, and 
the unhappy victim of Carolina justice dropped strug- 
gling into eternity. 

The execution over, the slaves were sent into the 
field ; while Mr Martin, with the judges and witnesses 
and several others whom the fame of the trial hud 
drawn to Loosahachee, comaif^nced a regular drunken 
debauch, which they kept up all that day, and the night 
following. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The authority of masters over their slaves is in 
general a continual reign of terror. A base and dastard 
fear is the sole principle of human mature to which 
the slave-holder appeals. When it was determined to 
hang the poor fellow, whose fate I have described in 
the last chapter, his judges could not know, nor do I 
suppose, they much cared, whether he were innocent 
or guilty. Their great object was to terrify the sur- 
vivers ; and by an example of what they would denom- 
inate wholesome and necessary severity, to deter 
from any further trespasses upon the neighboring plan- 
tations. In this they succeeded ; for though Thomas 
endeavored to keep up our spirits, we were thoroughly 
scared, and fck Httle inclination to second his bold- 
ness which seemed to grow more determined, the 
more obstacles it encountered. 

One of our confederates in particular, was so alarm- 
ed at the fate of poor Billy, that he seemed to have 
lost all self control ; and we were in constant fear lest 
he should betray us. When the first paroxysm of his 
terror was at its height, the evening after he had wit- 
nessed the execution, I believe he would gladly have 
confessed the whole, if he could have found a white 
man sober enough to listen to him. After a while, he 
grew more calm ; but in the course of the day he had 
dropped some hints, which were carefully treasured .lip 
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by one of the drivers. He reported them as I discov- 
ered, to the overseer ; but Mr Martin had not yet re- 
covered from the effects of the frolic ; and he was too 
drunk and stupid to understand a word that the driver 
said to him. 

We had began to get the better of our fears, when 
a new incident happened, which determined us to seek 
our safety in flight. Some persons, in passing along 
iije river bank, had discovered our canoe, which in the 
hurry of our flight, we bad taken too little care to con- 
ceal. It contained not only our bags full of rice, — for 
we had not yet recovered courage enough to go after 
them, — but our shoes also, all exactly of the same 
size, and corresponding with the measure which had 
been produced upon the trial. Here was ample proof 
that quite a number had been engaged in the scheme 
of depredation ; and as one of the company had been 
traced to Loosahachee, it would be roasouable to look 
for the others upon the same plantation. Luckily I 
obtained an early intimation of this discovery, by 
means of one of the overseer's house-servants, with 
whom I had the policy to keep up a pretty intimate 
connection. A man had arrived at the overseer's 
house, his horse dripping widi fpam, — and with an ap- 
pearance of great haste and impatience, he had asked fo 
see the overseer. The moment he came in, the strangei* 
requested to speak with him alone ; and Mr Martin 
look his guest into another room and locked the door. 
The girl, who was my spy and informant, under an 
appearance of the greatest simplicity was artful and in- 
telligent ; and she was prompted to overhear this secret 
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conversatio/ii, as much by her own curiosity, eb by the 
suspicion 'that it might possibly be something, in which 
I would take an interest. She contrived to conceal her- 
self in a closet, which was separated from the room in 
which the overseer and his visitor were conversing, only 
by a thin partition ; and having overheard his story, 
the substance of which I have already mentioned, — and 
learned besides, that the court would hold a new ses- 
sion at Loosahachee, the day following, — she hastened 
to inform me of what she had heard. She knew noth- 
ing in particular, of our affairs, but she had reason to 
beheve that this piece of news would not be entirely 
uninteresting to me. 

I informed Thomas of what she had told me. 
We agreed at once, that our best chance of safety was 
in flight ; and we immediately communicated our in- 
tention, and the cause of it, to the rest of our confeder- 
ates. They were' anxious to accompany us ; and we 
all resolved to be off that very night. 

As soon as evening came on, we stole away from 
the plantation and gained the woods in company. As 
we anticipated that a very diligent search would be 
made for us, we thought it best to separate. Thomas 
and myself resolved to keep together ; the others scat- 
tered and took various directions. As long as the 
darkness lasted, we traveled on as rapidly as we could. 
"When the morning began to appear,, we plunged into a 
thick swampy piece of woods, and having broken 
down some branches and young trees, we made as dry 
a bed as we were a^le and lay down to sleep. We 
were much fatigued with our long and rapid journey> 
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and slept soundly. It was past noon when we waked. 
Our appetites were sharp, but we had no provisions. 
Just as we were beginning to consider what course it 
would be best for us to pursue, we heard the distant bay- 
ing of a hound. Thomas listened for a moment, and then 
exclaimed that he knew that cry. It wis a famous 
dog, a cross of the blood-hound, which Mr Martin had 
long had in training, and upon whose performances in 
tracking out run-aways he very much orided him- 
self. The place where we were, was a thick swamp,- 
in which it was difficult to move, and not easy to 
stand. To cross it would, be impossible; and we re- 
solved to get into the edge of it, where the ground 
was harder, and the undergrowth thinner, and to con- 
tinue our flight. We did so, — but the hound gained 
rapidly upon us, and hifs baying sounded louder and 
louder. Thomas drew a stout sharp knife, which he 
carried in his pocket. We were now just at the bor- 
der where the dry ground came down I'pon the swamp, 
and looking behind us, across the Icv^el and open 
woods, we could see the hound coming on with his 
nose to the ground, and uttering at intervals a deep and 
savage cry. Farther behind, but still in full view, we 
saw a man on horseback, whoin we took to be Mr 
Martin himself. 

The dog was evidently upon our track ; and follow- 
ing it to the place where we had first plunged into the 
swamp, he disappeared from our view. But we could 
still hear his clamor, which grew louder and almost 
constant ; and we soon perceived by the rustling and 
cracking of the underwood that he was close upon us. 
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At this moment we faced about and stood at bay J-^- 
Thomas in front, with his knife in hand, and I just be- 
hind, with a sharp and heavy lightwood knot, the best 
indeed the only weapon, of which I could avail my- 
self. Presently the dog emerged from the swamp. 
The moment he saw us, he redoubled his cry, and 
dashed forward foaming and open-rnouthed. He made 
a great leap directly at Thomas' throat, but only suc- 
ceeded in seizing his left arm, which Thomas raised as 
a;»?shield against the dog's attack. At the same instant 
he dealt a stroke with his knife, which penetrated to 
the hilt, and both dog and man came struggling to the 
ground. How the contest would have ended had 
Thomas been alone, is very doubtful ; for though the 
hound had already received several wounds, they only 
seemed to inciease his ferocity, and he still strug" 
gled to get at the throat of his antagonist. My light- 
wood knot now did good service ; — 'two or three heavy 
blows upon the dog's head laid him senseless and 
sprawling on the ground. 

While we had been awaiting the dog's attack, and 
during the contest, we had scarcely thought of his 
master ; but looking up, after it was over, we discov- 
ered that Mr Martin was already very near us. When 
the dog took to the swamp, his master had followed 
along upon its edge, and came suddenly upon us before 
we had expected him. He pointed his gun and 
called upon us to surrender. Thomas no so^oner 
saw the overseer, than he seemed to lose all his self- 
control, and grasping his knife, he rushed directly upon 
him. Mr Martin fired ; — but the buck-shot rattled 
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harmlessly among the trees, and as he was attempting 
to wheel his horse, Thomas dashed upon him, seized 
him by the arm, and dragged him to the ground. The 
horse ran frightened through the woods ; and it was in 
vain that I attempted to slop him. We looked round 
Jin expectation of seeing some others of the huntsmen 
coming up- None were in sight ; and we seized the 
opportunity to retreat, and to carry our prisoner into 
the covert of the swamp. 

We learned from him, that by the time the court 
and their attendants arrived at Loosahachee, our flight 
had been discovered, and that it was immediately re- 
solved to raise the neighborhood, and to commence a 
general search for the run-aways. All the horses, 
dogs and men that could be come at, were put into re- 
quisition. They were divided into parties, and imme- 
diately commenced heating through the woods and 
swamps in the neighborhood. 

A party of five or six men, with Mr Martin and his 
blood-hound, had traced three of our companions into 
a thick swamp, just on the bank of a river. The pur- 
suers dismounted, and with their guns in their hands, 
they followed the dog into the thicket. Our poor fel- 
lows were so overcome with fatigue, that they slept till 
the very moment that the hound sprang in upon them. 
He seized one of them by the throat and held him to 
the ground. The others ran ; and as they ran, the 
pursuers fired. One of the fugitives fell dead, horri- 
bly mangled and cut to pieces with buck-shot ; the 
other still continued his flight. As soon as the dog 
could be compelled to quit his hold of the man he had 
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seized, — which was not without difficuhy and delay^ — 
he was put upon the track of the surviving fugitive. 
He followed it to the river, v.'here he stood at fault. 
The man had probably plur',ed in, and swam to the 
other side ; but as the dog ^ould not be made to take 
the water, and as the swam - on the opposite bank was 
reputed to be very soft and dangerous, no further pur- 
suit was made ; the chase in that direction was given 
up, and the poor fellow was suffered to escape for the 
present. 

The pursue/:; now separated. Two of fhem under- 
took to cprry back to Loosahachee the captive ihsy 
had taken, and the other three, with Mr Martin and 
his hound, were to continue the hunt in search of the 
the rest of us. They learned from their captive the 
place at which we had parted company: ind the direc- 
tion which the several par;ies had taken. After beat- 
ing about for some time, the hound struck upon our 
trail, and opened in full cry ; but the horses of Mr 
Martin's companions were so broken down, hat when 
he began to spur on to keep up with the hound, he 
soon left them far behind. Mr Martin ended his story 
by advising us to go in and surrender ourselves ; giv- 
ing us his word and honor as a gentleman and an over- 
seer, that if we would offer him no liii'lher violence or 
injury, he would protect us froi.: punishment, and re- 
ward us most handsomely. 

The sun was now setting. The short twilight 
which follows a Carolina sunset would snon be suc- 
ceeded by the darkness of a cloudy and moonless 
night ; and we felt but little apprehension of being m* 
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aiediatel) troubled by ou? pursuers. I looked at 
Thomas, as if to ioquirfj wliet v/e had better do. He 
drew me aside, — having first examined tiie fastenings 
of our prisoner, whom we had bound to a tree, by 
some cords found in his own pochct, and which werp 
doubtless intended for a very dilTerent purpose. 

Thomas paused for a moment, as if to collect his 
l,houg,hts; then pointing to Mr Martin, " Archy," he 
said, " that man dies to-night." 

There was a wild energy, and -at the same time, a 
steady coolness, in the tone in which he spoke. It 
startled me ; at first I made no answer ; and as mean- 
while I looked Thomas in the face, 1 saw there an ex- 
pression of stern exultation, and a fixedness of purpose 
not to be shaken. His eyes flashed fire, as he repealed, 
— but in a low and quiet tone that contrasted strangely 
with the matter of his speech — " I tell you Archy, 
that man dies to-night. Slie commands it ; I have 
promised it ; and now the time is come." 

"Who commands it?" I hastily inquired. 

" Do you ask who ? Archy, tl'.at man was the mur- 
derer of my wife." 

Though Thomas and I had lived in great intimacy, 
this was almost the first time, since the de&tli of his 
wife, that he had mentioned her to me in such plain 
terms. He had, it is tiue, now and then made some 
distant allusions to her ; and I recollected that on sev- 
eral occasions before, he had dropped some strange 
and incoherent hints about an intercourse which he 
still kept up with her. 

The mention of his wife, brought tears into his 
TOL. II. 11* 
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eyes ; — but with his hand*, he wiped them hastily away^ 
and soon recovering his former air of calm and steady 
determination, he again repeated, in the same low but 
resolute tone, " Archy, I tell you that man dies to- 
night." 

When I called to mind all the circumstances that 
had attended the death of Thomas' wife, I could not 
but acknowledge that Mr Martin had been her murder- 
er. I had sympathised with Thomas then, and I 
sympathised with him now. The murderer was in his 
power ; he believed himself called upon to execute 
justice upon him ; and I could not but acknowkdge 
that his death would be an act of righteous retribu- 
tion. 

Still, I felt a soi l of instinctive horror at the i^ea of 
shedding blood ; and perhaps too, there still crept 
about my heart some remains of that slavish fear and 
servile timidity, which the bolder spirit of Thomas had 
wholly shaken off. I acknowledged that the life of 
the overseer was justly forfeited ; — but at the same 
time, I reminded Thomas that Mr Martin had promis- 
ed, if we would carry him home in safety, to procure 
our pardon and protect us from punishment. 

A scornful smile played about the lip of my com- 
rade while I was speaking, " Yes Archy," he an- 
swered, '* pardon and protection ! — and a hundred lash- 
es, and a hanging the next day perhaps. No ! boy, I 
want no such pardon ; I want no pardon such as they 
will give. I have been a slave too long, already. I 
am now free ; and when they take me, they are wel- 
come to take my life. Besides, we cannot trust him ; 
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— if we wished it, we cannot trust him. You know 
we cannot. They do not think themselves obliged to 
keep any promises they make us. They will prom- 
ise any thing to get us in their power ; and then, their 
promises are worthless as rotten straw. My promises 
are not like theirs \ and have I not told you that 1 have 
promised it ^ Yes, I have sworn it ; and I now say, 
once for all, that man must die to-night." 

There was an energy and a determination, in his 
tone and manner, which overpowered me. I could 
resist it no longer, and I bade him do his pleasure. 
He loaded the gun, which we had taken from Mr Mar- 
tin, and which he had held in his hand all the time we 
had been talking. This done, we returned to the 
overseer, who was sitting at the fcot of the tre^ to 
which we had bound him. He looked up anxiously at 
us, as we approached, and inquired if we had deter- 
mined to go in ? 

" We have determined," answered Thomas. "We 
allow you half an hour to prepare for death. Make 
th^i6'§t of it. You have many sins to repent of, and 
the time is short." 

It is impossible to describe the look of mingled ter- 
ror, amazement and incredulity, with which the over- 
seer heard these words. One moment, with a voice 
of authority, he bade us untie him ; the next, he forc- 
ed a laugh and afFected to treat what Thomas had said, 
as a mere jest : then, yielding to his fears, he wept 
like a child, and cried'and begged for mercy. 

" Have you shown it ?" answered Thomas. "Did 
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you show it to my poor wife ? You murdered her ; 
and for her life you must answer with your own." 

Mr Martin called God to witness, that he was not 
guihy of this charge. He had punished Thomas* wife, 
he confessed ; hut he only did what his duty as an 
overseer demanded ; and it was impossible, he said, 
that the few cuts he gave her, could have caused her 
death. 

" The few cuts !" cried Thomas. " Thank God, 
Mr Martin that we do not torture you as you tortured 
her ! Speak no more, or you will but aggravate your 
sufferings. Confess your crimes ! Say your prayers ! 
Do not spend your last moments in adding falsehood 
to murder !" 

The overseer cowered beneath this energetic re- 
proof. He covered his face with his hands, bent 
down his head, and passed a few moments in a silence 
which was only interrupted by an inarticulate sob- 
bing. Perhaps, he was trying to prepare himself to 
die. But life was too sweet to be surrendered without 
another effort to save it. He saw that it was useless 
to appeal to Thomas ; but rousing himself once more, 
he turned to me. He begged me to remember the 
confidence, he had once placed in me, and the favors, 
which as he said, he had shown me. He promised to 
purchase us both, and give us our liberty, any thing, 
every thing, if we would only spare his life ! 

His tears and piteous lamentations moved me. My 
head grew dizzy, and I felt such a faintness and heart- 
sinking, that I was obliged to support myself against 
a tree. Thomas stood by, with his arms folded and 
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resting on the gun. He made no answer to the reiterat- 
ed prayers and promises of the overseer. Indeed he 
did not seem to notice them. His eyes were fixed 
and he was lost in thought. 

After a considerable interval, during all which the 
unhappy overseer continued to repeat his prayers and 
lamentations, Thomas roused himself. He stepped 
back a few paces, and raised the gun. "The half 
hour is out," he said ; — " Mr Martin are you ready ?" 

"No I oh no ! Spare me, spare me ! — one half 
hour longer—I have much — " 

He did not live to finish the sentence. The gun 
flashed ; the ball penetrated his brain, and he fell dsad 
without a struggle. 



CHAPTER XI. 

We scraped a shallow grave, in which we placed 
the body of the overseer. We dragged the . dead 
hound to the same spot, and laid him with his master, 
They were fit companions. 

We now resumed our flight, — not assome may per- 
haps suppose, with the frightened and conscience- 
stricken haste of murderers, but with that lofty feel- 
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ing of manhood vindicated, and tyranny visited with 
a just retribution, which animated the soul of the 
Israelitish hero whilst he fled for refuge into the 
country of the Midianites ; and which burned in the 
bosoms of Wallace and of Tell, as they pursued their 
midnight flight among the friendly cliffs and freedom- 
breathing, summits of their native mountains. 

There were no mountains to receive and shelter us. 
But still we fled through the swamps and barrens of 
Carolina, resolved to put, as soon as possible, some 
good miles between ui* and the neighborhood of Loo- 
sahachee. It was more than twenty-four hours since 
we had tasted food ; yet such was the excitement of 
our minds that v.'e did not faint, and were hardly sensi- 
ble of weakness or fatigue. 

We kept a northwesterly direction, steering our 
course by the stars, and we must have made a good 
distance ; for we did not once stop to rest, but pushed 
forward at a very rapid pace all night. Our way 
lay through the open piney woods, through which we 
could travel almost as fast as on a road. Sometimes a 
swamp or the appearances of a plantation, would com- 
pel us to deviate from our track, but as soon -is we 
CDuld, we resumed our original direction. 

The darkness of the night, which for the last hour 
or tvvo that it lasted, had been increased by a foggy 
mist, was just beginning to yield to the first indistinct 
grey dawn of the morning. We were passing along a 
little depression in the level of the pine barrens, — now 
dry, but in the wei season, probably the bed of a tem- 
porary stream,-^ looking for a place in which to 
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coriceal ourselves, when we suddenly came upon A 
man, lying, as it seemed asleep, in the midst of a 
clump of bushes, with his head resting on a bag of 
corn. We recognized him at once. He was a 
slave belonging to a plantation next adjoining Loosa- 
hachee, with whom we had had some slight acquain- 
tance, but who, as we were informed, had been a run- 
away, for some two or three months past. Thomas 
shook him by the shoulder, and he wakened in a terri- 
ble fright. We told him not to be alarmed, for we 
were run-away s like himself, and very much in need of 
his assistance, being half dead with hunger, and in a 
country with which we were totally unacquainted. 
At first the man appeared very reserved and suspi- 
cious. He feared it seemed, lest we might be de- 
coys, sent out on purpose to entrap him. At last 
however, we succeeded in dissipating his doubts ; and 
no sooner was he satisfied with the account we gave of 
ourselves, than he bade us follow him, and we should 
presently have food. 

With his bag of corn upon his shoulder he pursued 
the shallow ravine in which we had found him, for a 
mile or more, till at length it widened into what seem- 
ed a large swamp, or rather a pond grown up with 
trees. We now left the ravine and followed along on 
the edge of the pond for some distance, when pres- 
ently our guide began wading in the water and called 
to us to follow him. We plunged in ; but before go- 
ing far, he laid down his bag of corn upon a fallen tree, 
and going .back, he carefully effaced the marks which 
Our footsteps bad made upon the muddy edge of the 
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pond. He now led us forward through mud and wa- 
ter up to our waists, for near half a mile. The gigan- 
tic trees among which we were wading, sprung up like 
columns, from the surface of the water, with round) 
straight, whitish-colored, branchless trunks, their leafy 
tops, forming a thick canopy over head. There was 
scarcely any undergrowth, except a species of enor- 
mous vines, which ran twining like great cables about 
the bodies of the trees, and reaching to the very 
tops, helped with their foliage to thicken the cano- 
py above us. So effectually was the light excluded, 
and so close did the trunks of the trees stand together, 
that one could see but a very little way into this 
watery forest. 

The water began to grow deeper, and the wood 
more gloomy ; and we were wondering whither our 
guide was leading us, when presently we came to a lit- 
tle island which rose a few feet from the surface of 
the water, so regular and mound-like, that it had quite 
the appearance of an artificial structure. Perhaps it 
was the work of the ancient inhabitants of the country, 
and the site of one of their forts or fastnesses. It was 
about an acre in extent, and was covered with a thick 
growth of trees, quite different however, from those of 
the lake by which it was surrounded, and much infe- 
rior in size and majesty. Its edges were bordered by 
low shrubs and bushes, whose abundant foHage gave the 
islet the appearance of a mass of green. Our guide 
pointed out to i;s a little opening in the bushes, through 
which we ascended ; and after having gained the dry 
land, he led us through the thicket along a narrow and 
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winding path, till presently we came to a rude cabin 
built of bark and branches. He gave a peculiar whis- 
tle, which was answered ; and two or three men im- 
mediately made their appearance. 

They seemed a good deal surprised at seeing us, 
and me especially, whom apparentl}'' they took for a 
free man. But our guide assured them that we were 
friends and fellow-sufferers, and led the way into the 
cabin. Our new ho^ts received us kindly ; and hav- 
ing heard how long we had been without food, before 
asking us any further questions, they hastened to satis- 
fy our hunger. They produced beef and hominy in 
abundance, on which we feasted to our heart's content. 

We were then called upon to give an account of 
ourselves. Accordingly we made a relation of our 
adventures, — omitting however, any mention of the 
fate of the overseer ; and as our guide, who knew us, 
could confirm a part of our story, our account was 
pronounced satisfactory, and we were presently admit- 
ted to the privilege of joining their fraternity. 

There were six of them, besides ourselves ; — all 
brave fellows, who weary of daily task-work and the 
tyranny of overseers, had taken to the woods, and had 
succeeded m regaining a savage and stealthy freedom, 
which, with all its hardships and dangers, was a thou- 
sand times to be preferred to the forced labor anu 
wretched servitude from which they had escaped. 
Our guide was the only one of them whom we had 
ever seen till now. The leader of the band had fled 
from his master's plantation in the neighborhood, with 
a single companion, some two or three years before. 
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They did not then know of the existence of, this re- 
treat ; but being sharply pursued, they had attempted 
to cross the pond or swamp, by which it was sur- 
rounded, — a thing, I suppose, which had never been 
done before. In this attempt they were fortunate 
enough to light upon the islet, which being unknown 
to any one else, had ever since served them as a se- 
cure retreat. They soon picked up a recruit or two ; 
and had afterwards been joined by iheir other com- 
panions. 

Our guide, it seems, had been to a neighboring plan- 
tation to trade for corn ; — a trafl^.v;, which our friends 
carried oii with the slaves of several of. the nearest 
plantations. After the business was concluded, the 
men with whom he had been dealing, had produced a bot- 
tle of whiskey of which our guide had drank so freely, 
that he had not gone far on his way home, before his 
legs failed him. He sunk down in the place where 
we had found him, and fell fast asleep. 

Drinking whiskey away from home, according to 
the prudent laws of this swamp-encircled common- 
wealth, was a high misdemeanor, punishable with thirty- 
nine lashes, which were fordiwith inflicted upon our 
guide with a good deal of emphasis. He took it in 
good part though, as being the execution of a law to 
which he had himself assented, and which he knew 
was enacted as much for his own benePt, as for the 
benefit of those who had just now carried it into exe- 
cution. 

The life .upon which we now entered hadjat-sJeast, 
the charm of novelty. In the day time we eat,* slept, 
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told stories and recounted our . escapes ; or employed 
ourselves in dressing skins, making clothes, and cur- 
ing provisions. But the night was our season of ad- 
venture and enterprize. As the autumn was coming on, 
we made frequent visits to the neighboring com fields 
and potato patches, which we felt no scruples what- 
ever in laying under severe contribution. This how- 
ever was only for a month or two. Our regular and 
certain supply was in the herds of half wild cattle, 
which wander through the piney woods and feed upon 
the coarse grass which they furnish. We killed as 
many of these cattle as we needed, and their flesh cut 
into long strips, we dried in ihe sun. Thus cured, it is 
a palatable food ; and we not only kept a stock on hand 
for our own consumption, but it furnished the principle 
article of a constant but cautious traffic which, as I 
have already mentioned, we carried on with the slaves 
of several neighboring plantations. 

This wild life of the woods has its privations and 
its sufferings ; but it has too, its charms and its pleas- 
ures ; and in its very worst aspect, it is a thousand 
and ten thousand times to be preferred to that mis- 
called civilization which degrades the noble savage into 
a cringing and broken spirited slave ; — a civilization, 
which purchases the indolence and luxury of a single 
master, with the sighs and tears, the forced, and un- 
willing labor, the degradation, misery and despair of an 
hundred of his fellow men ! Yes — there is more of 
true manhood in the bold bosom of a single outlaw 
than in a whole nation of cowardly tyrants and crouch* 
ing slaves ! 
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CHAIYTER XII. 

By the en.d of the winter, the herds of cattle which 
were accustomed to frequent our neighborhood were a 
good deal thinned ; and the pasturage had now become 
so bare and withered, that what remained of them 
were little better than walking skeletons, and in fact, 
scarcely worth the trouble of killing. 

Moreover, the- overseers of the neighboring planta- 
tions, were beginning to be very well aware that they 
were exposed to some pretty regular and diligent de- 
predators. We learned from the slaves with whom 
we trafSced, that there was a good deal of talk about 
the rapid disappearance of the cattle ; and that prepa- 
rations were making for a grand hunt in search of the 
plunderers. 

With the double object of disappointing these pre- 
parations, and of getting among some fresh herds of 
cattle, it was resolved that five of us should make an 
excursion to a considerable distance, while the other 
two remained at home and kept close. 

One of our number undertook to lead us into the 
neighborhood of a plantation beyond the Sante?, on 
which he had been raised. He knew ill the coitntry 
about it perfectly well. There were several good hid- 
ing places he said, in which we could conceal our- 
selves in the day time ; and the extensive woods and 
wastes furnished a good range and abundance of cattle. 
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We set off under his guidance, and kept on for 
several days, or nights rather, in a northwardly direc- 
tion. On the 6fth or sixth evening of our journey, vi^e^ 
started soon after sun-set, and having traveled till a lit- 
tle past midnight, through a country of abrupt and bar- 
ren sand-hills, our guide told us that we \vere now in 
the neighborhood into which he intended to carry us. 
But as the moon had gone down, and it was cloudy 
and quite dark, he was rather uncertain as to the pre- 
cise place we were at ; and we should do best, he 
said, to camp where we were, till day-light, when he 
would lead us to some better place of concealment. 

This advice was very acceptable : — for by this 
time, we were way-worn, tired and sleepy. We kind- 
led t fire, cooked the last of the provisions we had 
brought with us, and having appointed^ one of our num- 
ber to keep watch, the rtst of us lay down and were 
soon fast asleep 

I, at least, was sleeping soundly, and dreaming of 
poor Cassy and our infant child, when my dream was 
interrupted, and I was roused from my slumbers, by 
what seemed a di5chaiT;e of fire-arms and a gallopping 
of horses. I sprang ^pon my feet, hardly know- 
ing whether I was awake. At the same moment, my 
eye fell upon Thomas, who had been sleeping beside 
me, and I perceived that his clothes were all stained 
with blood. He had already gained his feet ; and 
without stopping to hear or see any thing further, we 
sprung together into the nearest thicket, and fled for 
some time, w ;carcely knev.Mvhere or why. At last, 
Thomas cr'wn out that he could go no further. The 
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bleeding of his wounds had weakened him much, and 
they were now growing stiff and painfuj. The morn- 
ing was just beginning to dawn. We sat down upon the 
ground and endeavored to bind up his wounds the best 
we were able. A ball or buck-shot had passed through 
the fleshy part of his left arm, between the shoul- 
der and elbow. Another shot had struck him in the 
side, — but as far as we could judge, had glanced on one 
of his ribs and co passed off without doing any mortal 
injury. These wounds had bled profusely and were 
now very painful. We bound them up the best we 
could ; and looking round we found a little stream of 
water with which to wash away the blood, and quench 
our thirst. 

Thus recruited and refreshed, we began to consider 
which way we should turn and what we were to do. 
We did not dare lo go back to the camp where we had 
slept ; indeed we were very doubtful whether we were 
able to do so ; for the morning had been dark, and we 
had fled with heedless haste, taking very little note of 
our direction. Our island retreat was at the distance 
of some seven or eight days journey ; and as we had 
traveled in the night, and not always in precisely the 
same direction, it would be no very easy matter to find 
our way back again. However, Thomas prided him- 
self upon his woddmanship, and though he had not 
observed the course of our journey quite so closely 
as he could have wished, he still thought that he might 
succeed in finding the way back. 

But his wounds were too recent, and he felt too 
weak, to think of starting off immediately. Besides it 
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was already broad day-light ; and we had the best 
of reasons for traveling only by night. So we sought 
out a thicket in which we concealed ourselves till 
night-fall. 

As the evening came on, Thomas declared that he 
felt much better and stronger ; and we resolved to set 
out at once, on our return. In the first place however, 
we determined to make an attempt to find the camp of 
the preceding night, in hopes that some of our com- 
panions might have escaped as well as ourselves, and 
that by some good luck, we might chance to fall in 
with them. 

After wandering about for some time, at length we 
found the camp. Two dead bodies, stiff and bloody, 
:ay by the extinguished embers of the fire. They 
seemed to have been shot dead as^ they slept, and 
scarcely to have moved a limb. The bushes about 
were stained and spattered with blood ; and by the 
moon-light, we tracked the bloody flight of one of our 
luckless companions for a considerable distance. This 
must have been our sentinel, who had probably dropped 
asleep, and thus exposed us to be surprised. 

Perhaps he might be lurking some where in the 
bushes, wounded and helpless. This thought embold- 
ened us. We shouted and called aloud. But our 
voices echoed through the woods j and died away un- 
answered. We returned again to the camp, and gazed 
once more upon the distorted faces of our dead com- 
panions. We could not bare to leave them unburied. 
I hastily scraped a shallow trench, and there we placed 
them. We dropped a tear upon their grave, and sad, 
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dismayed, dejected, we set out upon our long, weary 
and uncertain journey. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

V/k traveled slowly all that night, and soon after 
the morning d-.swt!, wo coiir.c;nlo(l ourselves again, and 
laid down to sleep. Tiionias' wounds were much 
better, and seemed disposed to heal. The hurt in his 
side was far less dangerous than we had at first sup- 
posed, and as the pain had subsided, he was now able 
to sleep. 

We slepi^ well enough, but awoke weak and faint for 
want of food ; for it was now some twenty-four hours 
since we had tasted any. The sun was not yet down ; 
yet we resolved to set out immediately, in hopes that 
day-light might point out to us something with which 
to satisfy our hunger. 

After traveling a considerable distance through the 
woods, just as the sun was setting, we struck into a 
road. This road we determined to follow, in hopes 
that it might presently lead us into the neighborhood of 
some farm-house near which we might light upon some- 
thing eatable. It was an unlucky resolve ; for we had 
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not gone ab6|^|half a mile, v;hen just upon the crest of 
a short hill, we suddenly came upon three travelers on 
horseback, whom the undulations of the road had con- 
cealed from us, till we were within a few yards of each 
other. 

Both parties were mutually surprised. The travel- 
ers reined up their horses and eyed us sharply. Our 
appearance might well attract attention. Our clothes, — 
such as we had, — were torn and ragged. Instead of 
shoes, we wore a kind of high moccasins, made of un- 
tanned ox-hide ; we had caps of the same material ; 
and the dresses of both of us, especially of Thomas, 
were spattered and stained with blood. 

They took me for a free man, and one of them, 
called out " Hallo, stranger, who are you and where 
are you going ? — and whose fellow is that you have 
along ?" 

I did my best to take advantage of my color, and to 
seem what they took me for. But this I soon found 
would not avail ; for though at first, they did not seem 
to entertain a suspicion that I was a slave; yet our ap- 
pearance was so strange, that they questioned me very 
closely. As I had no very definite idea where we 
were, and was totally unacquainted with the neighbor- 
hood, I was not at all able to hit upon appropriate an- 
swers to the numerous questions they put me ; and my 
statements soon grew confused and contradictory. 
This served to excite their suspicions ; and while 
I was attending to the questions of the one who 
acted as chief spokesman, another of the company 
suddenly sprang from his horse, and seizing me by the 
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collar, swore that I was either a run-a\v|jpDr a negro- 
stealer. The other two jumped down in a moment ; 
and while one of them caught me by the arm, the other 
attempted to seize Thomas. 

He eluded this attempt and turned to run. He had 
gone but a little distance, when looking back and seeing 
me on the ground, he forgot at once, his wounds, his 
weakness and his own danger. He grasped his staff, 
and rushed to my rescue. They '^-id throttled me till 
I was powerless and almost insensible ; and while one 
of them still held me to the ground, the other stood up 
to meet* Thomas, who as he turned short about, had 
struck his pursuer to the earth, and now came on to 
my relief, with his staff uplifted. His new antagonist 
was both strong and active. He succeeded in avoid- 
ing the stroke of Thomas' cudgel, and immediately 
closed with him. Thomas had but little use of one 
arm ; and his strength was much reduced by loss of 
blood and long fasting ; but he struggled hard and was 
already getting the upper hand, when the fellow whom 
he had knocked down at the commencement of the 
fight, regained his senses, and came to the assistance 
of his companion. Both together, they were too much 
for him ; and they soon got him down and bound his 
handr>. They did the same with me ; and one of them 
having produced a piece of rope from his saddle-bags, 
they made halters of it, which they put about our necks 
and by the application of their whips, they compelled 
us to keep up with their horses. 

In about half an hour, we came to a mean and for- 
lorn-looking cabin, by the road-side . It appeared to be 
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a sort of inn, or tavern ; and here we were to lodge. 
The only persons about the house seemed to be the 
landlady herself and a little daughter some ten or twelve 
years old. The whole appearance of the place bore 
evident marks of discomfort and poverty. Our captors 
had no sooner provided for their horses, than they 
called for chains ; — trace-chains they said, <!>r in fact 
any thing in the shape of a chain, would answer their 
purpose. But much to their disappointment, the land- 
lady declared that she had nothing of the sort. How- 
ever she procured some old rope ; and having secured 
us as effectually as they could, they made us sit dov/n 
in the passage. 

The landlady told them, that in all probability, we 
were run-aways ; for the neighborhood had lately been 
much troubled by them. A company of five or six 
men, she said, had gone out two or three nights since 
on purpose to hunt up the rascals, and had unexpect- 
edly come upon quite a party, asleep in the woods 
around a f.re. 

The gang seemed too large to be easily taken, but it 
was resolved that the fellows should not escape ; espe- 
cially as the man whose slaves they were supposed to 
be, and who was one of the party, openly declared 
that he had rather they were all shot, than to have them 
wandering aibout the country useless to him and mis- 
chievous to his neighbors. 

The company separated and each man approached 
from a different point. Upon a given signal, all fired ; 
and then putting spurs to their horses, they rode off 
and returned home each by himself. Nobody had 
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Stopped to see what execution was done ; but as the 
men were all good shots, it was supposed that most of 
the run-aways were either killed or desperately wound- 
ed ; and as our clothes were bloody, and one of us 
was hurt, she thought it likely, sh*? said, that we be- 
longed to i.iat same gfing. 

It appeared in the course of the conversation be- 
tween the landlady and her guests, that the murdoious 
kind of attack to which our companions had fallen vic- 
tims, but which had been intended for another party of 
run-aways, is an operation occasionally practised in 
lower Carolina, when a party of slave-hunters falls in 
with a gang of fugitive slaves too large to be easily 
arrested. 

The dispersion of the attacking party, and each one 
shooting and returning by himself is only the eftect of 
an ancient and traditionary prejudice. By the law of 
Carolina, the killing a slave is regarded as murder ; and 
though probably, this law was never enforced, and 
would doubtless be ..realed by a jury of modern slave- 
holders, as an old-fashioned and fanatical absurdity, there 
still lingers, in the breasts of the people, some remains 
of horror at the idea of deliberate bloodshed, and a sort 
of superstitious apprehension of the possible enforce- 
ment of this antiquated law. To blind-fold their own 
consciences, and to avoid the possibility of a judicial 
investigation, each man of an attacking party takes care 
to see none of the others when they fire ; and no one 
goes to the place to ascertain how many have been 
killed or disabled. The poor wretches who are not so 
fortunate as to be shot dead upon the spot, are left to 
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ihe lingering torments of thirst, fever, starvation and 
festering wounds ; and when at length they die, their 
skeletons lie bleaching in the Carolina sun, proud proof'? 
of slave-holding civilization and humanity. 

While our captors were at supper, the litde girl, the 
landlady's daughter, came to look at us, as we lay in 
the passage. She was a pretty child, and her soft blue 
eyes filled with tears as she looked upon us. I asked 
her for a little water. vShe hastened to get it for us ; 
and inquired if we did not want something to eat. I 
told her that we were half dead with hunger ; and she 
no sooner heard it, than she hastened away and soon 
returned with a large cake of bread. 

Our arms were bound so light that we were utterly 
helpless, and the little girl broke the bread and fed us 
with her own hand. 

Is not this one instance enough to prove that nature 
never intended man to be a tyrant ? Avarice, a blind 
lust of domination, the false but specious suggestions 
of ignorance and passion combine to make him so ; 
god pity at length, is banished from his soul. It then 
seeks refuge in the woman's heart ; and when the 
progress of oppression drives it even thence, as sad and 
hesitating, it prepares to wing its way to heaven, still 
it lurks and lingers in the bosom of the child ! 

By listening closely to the conversation of the trav- 
elers, — for by this time the landlady had produced a 
jug of whiskey, and they had become very communi- 
cative, — we learned that we were within a few miles 
•of the town of Camden, and on the great northeri?. 
road leading from that town into North Carolina. Our 
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captors it seemed, were from the upper-country. 
They had not passed through Camden, but had siruck 
into this road very near the place where they met us. 
They were traveling into Virginia to purchase slaves. 

After discussing the question at considerable length, 
they concluded to delay their journey for a day or 
two, and to take us to Camden, in hopes to find 
our owner and obtain a reward for apprehending us ; 
or if nobody should claim us immediately, they could 
lodge us in jail, advertise us in the newspapers, and 
give further attention to the business upon their return. 

By this time, the whiskey jug was emptied, and the 
travelers made preparations for sleeping. There were 
but two rooms in the house. The landlady and her 
daughter had one ; and some beds were prepared for 
the guests, in the oiher. We were carried into ^■.eir 
room ; and after again lamenting that the landlady 
could not furnish them with chains, they carefully ex- 
amined and retightened the ropes with which we were 
bound, and then undressed and threw themselves upon 
their beds. They were probably fatigued with their 
journey, and the whiskey increased their drowsy incli- 
nation ; so that before long, they all gave evident 
tokens of being in a sound slumber. 

X envifd them this happiness ; for the tightness of 
my bonds, and the uneasy position in which I was 
obliged to lie, prevented me from sleeping. The moon- 
beams shone in at the window, and made every object 
distinctly visible. Thomas and myself were lamenting 
in whispers, our wretched condition, and consulting 
hopelessly together, when we saw the door of the room 
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cautiously and silently opening. In a moment, the 
landlady's little daughter made her appearance. She 
came towards us with noiseless steps, and one hand 
raised, as if motioning to us to he silent. In the other, 
she held a knife ; and stooping down she hastily cut 
the cords by which we were bound. 

We did not dare to speak ; but our hearts beat hard, 
and I am sure our looks expressed the gratitude we 
felt. We gained our feet with as little noise as possi- 
ble, and were stealing towards the door, when a new 
thought struck Thoi^as. He laid his hand upon my 
shoulder to draw my attention, and then began to pick 
up the coat, shoes, and other clothes of one of our 
captors. At once I understood his intention, and 
imitated his example. The little girl seemed astonish- 
ed and displeased at this proceeding, and motioned to 
us to desist. But without seeming to understand her 
gestures, we gained the door with the clothes in our 
hands ; and passing out of the passage, we walked slowly 
and cautiously for some distance, taking good heed, 
lest the sound of our footsteps might give an alarm. 
In the mean time, the little girl patted the house dog 
on the head, and kept him quiet. When we had 
gained a sufficient distance we started upon a run, 
which we did not give over till we were fairly out of 
breath. 

As soon as we had recovered ourselves a little, we 
stripped oft' our ragged dresses, and hid them in. the 
bushes. Luckily the clothes which we had brought off 
in our flight, fitted us very tolerably, and gave us a 
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much more respectable and less suspicious appearance. 
We now went on, for two oi three miles till we came 
to a road that crossed the one upon which we were 
traveling, and ran off towards the south. 

In all this time, Thomas had said nothing ; nor did 
he scarcely seem to notice my remarks, or to hear the 
questions, which, from time to tirac, I put to him. 
When we came to the cross-road, he suddenly stopped, 
and took me by the arm. I supposed that he was- 
going to consult with me, as to the course which we 
should take ; and great was my surprise to hear him 
say, " Archy, here I leave you.*' 

I could not imagine what he intended, and I looked 
at him for an explanation. 

" You are now," he said, "on the road to the north. 
You have good clothes, and as much .iirning as an 
overseer. You can readily pass for a free man. It 
%vill be very easy to get away to those free states of 
which I have heard you speak so often. If I go with 
you, we shall both be stopped and questioned. We 
shall be pursued ; and if we keep together, and follow 
this road, we shall certainly be taken. It is a great 
way to the free states, and I have little chance and 
no hope of ever getting there ; and if I did, what 
should I gain by it ? I will try the woods again and do 
as I can. I shall be able to get back to our old place ; 
— but you, Archy, you can do better. You are sure of 
getting away to the north. Go, my boy, go, and God 
bless you." 

I was deeply moved ; and it was some time before I 
was able to reply. The thoughts of escaping from my 
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present situation of danger and misery, to a land where 
I could bear the name, and enjoy the rights of a free- 
man, flashed upon my minU with a radiant and dazzling 
brightness that seemed almost to blot out every other 
feeling. Yet still my love for Thomas, and the grati- 
tude I owed him, glimmered through these new hopes ; 
and a low voice from the very centre of my heart bade 
me not to desert my friend. After too Jong a pause, 
and too much hesitation, I began to answer him. I 
spoke of his wounds ; of our swoi'n friendship ; and of 
the risk he so lately run in my behalf; and insisted that 
1 would stay with him to the last. 

I spoke, I fear, with too I'ttlo of zeal and earnest- 
ness. At least, all that I said, only seemed to confirm 
Thomas in his determination. He replied that his 
wounds were healing ; and that be was already almost 
as strong as ever. He added, that if 1 stayed with 
him, I might do myself much harm without the chance 
of doing him any good. He pointed along the road, 
and in an energetic and commanding voice, he bade 
me follow it, while he should take the cross-road to- 
war •^s the south. 

When Thomas had once made up his mind, there 
was a firmness in the tone with which he spoke, suf- 
ficient often to overawe the most unwilling. At the 
present moment, 1 was but too ready to be prevailed 
upon. He saw his advantage and pursued it. " Go 
Archy," he repeated, " go ; — if not for your own 
sake, go for mine ! If you stay with me, and are 
taken, I slipU never forgive yon for it." 

Little by little, my belter feelings ylalded ; and at 
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last I consented to the separatioHr I took Thomas hy 
:he hand, and pressed him to my heart. A nobler 
spiiit never breathed ; — I was not v orthy to call my- 
self his friend. 

" God bless you, Archy," he said, as he left me. 
I stood watching him as he walked rapidly away ; and 
as 1 looked, I was ready to sink into the earth with 
shame and moriification. Once or twice, I was just 
starting to follow him ; but selfish prudence prevailed, 
and I held back. I watched him till he was out of 
sight, and then resumed my journey. It was a base 
desertion, which not even the love of liberty could 
excuse. 



CHAPTER XrV. 

I walked on as fast as I was able, till after day-light, 
without meeiing a single individual, or passing more 
than two or three mean and lonely houses. Just as 
the sun was rising, I gained the top of a considerable 
hill. Here there was a small house by the road side, 
and a horse saddled and bridled was tied to a tree near 
by. The animal was sleek and in good condition ; and 
from the cut of the saddle-bags I look him to belong 
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to soms doctor, who had come thus early to visit a 
patient. It was a tempting opportunity. I looked 
cautiously this way and that, and seeing nobody, I 
unfastened the horse, and jumped into the saddle. I 
walked him a little distance, but presently put him into 
a gallop, that soon carried me out of sight of the house. 

This was a very lucky acquisition ; for as I was 
upon the same road, which the travelers from whom I 
had escaped would follow as soon as they resumed 
their journey, I was in manifest danger of being over- 
taken and recognized. As I found that my horse had 
both spirit and bottom, I put him to his speed, and 
went forward at a rapid rate. My good luck did not 
end here ; for happening to put my hand into the pocket 
of my new coat, I drew out a pocket-book, which 
beside a parcel of musty papers, I found on examining 
it a little, to contain quite a pretty sum of money in 
bank notes. This discovery gave a new impulse to 
my spirits, which were high enough before ; and I 
pushed on all day without stopping, except now and 
then to rest my horse in the shade of a tree. 

Towards evening I got a supper and corn for my 
horse at a little hedge tavern ; and v.'aiting till the moon 
rose, I set out again. By morning, my horse was 
completely broken down and gave out entirely. 
Thankful for his services thus far, — for according to 
my reciioning he had carried me upwards of a hundred 
miles in the twenty-four hours, — I stripped off his 
saddle and bridle and turned him into a corn-field to 
refresh himself. I now pursued my journey on foot ; 
for I feared if I kept the horse, the possession of him 
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might perhaps get me into difficulty ; and in 'act, he 
was so jaded and worn out that he would be of /ery 
little use to me. I had got a good start upon the trav- 
elers, and I did not doubt that I. could get on as., fast 
upon foot, as they would on horseback. 

Before sunset, I arrived at a considerable village. 
Here I indulged myself in a hearty meal, and a good 
night's sleep. Both were needed ; for what with 
watching, fasting, and fatigue, I was quite worn out. I 
slept some ten hours and awoke with new vigor. I 
now resumed my journey which I pursued without 
much fear of interruption ; though I judged it prudent 
to stop but seldom, and to push forward as rapidly as 
possible. I kept on through North Carolina and Vir- 
ginia ; crossed the Potomac into Maryland ; and avoid- 
ing Baltimore, I passed on into Pennsylvania, and con- 
gratulated myself that at last I trod a soil, cultivated by 
freemen. 

I had gone but a very few miles, before 1 perceived 
the difference. In fact, I had scarcely passed the 
slave-holding border, before the change became appar- 
ent. The spring was just opening, and every thing 
was beginning to look fresh, green, and beautiful. The 
nicely cultivated fields, the numerous small enclosures, 
the neat and substantial farm-houses, thickly scattered 
along the way, the pretty villages and busy towns, the 
very roads themselves, which were covered with wag- 
ons and travelers, — all these signs of universal thrift 
and comfort, gave abundant evidence that at length I 
saw a country where labor was honorable and where 
every one labored for himself. It was an exhilarating 
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and delightful prospect, and in strong contrast with all 
I had seen in the former part of my journey, in which 
a wretched and lonely road had led me on through a 
vast monotonous extent of unprofitable woods, deserted 
fields grown up with broomsedge and mullen, or fields 
just ready to be deserted, gullied, barren and with all 
the evidences upon them of a negligent, unwilling and 
unthrifty cultivation. Here and there I had passed a 
mean and comfortless house ; and once in fifty miles, a 
decaying, poverty-stricken village, with a court house, 
and a store or two, and a great crowd of idlers collected 
about a tavern door ; but without one single sign of 
industry or improvement. 

I was desirous of seeing Philadelphia ; but that city, 
so near the slave-holding border, I. feared might be in- 
fected with something of the slave-holding spirit ; for 
the worst plagues are the most apt to be contagious. I 
passed by, without passing through it, and hastened on 
to New York. I crossed the noble Hudson and en- 
tered the town. It was the first city I had ever seen ; 
at least, the first one worthy to be called a city ; and 
when I beheld the spacious harbor crowded with ship- 
ping ; the long lines of ware-houses, the numerous 
streets, the splendid shops, and the swarming crowds 
of busy people, I was astonished and delighted with 
the new idea which all this gave me of the resources of 
human art and industry. I had heard of such things 
before, but to feel, one ought to see. 

I did nothing for three or four days, but to wander 
up and down the streets looking, gazing, and examining 
with an almost insatiable curiosity. New York at that 
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time, was far inferior, to what it must by this limp, 
have become ; and the commercial restrictions which 
then prevailed must have tended to diminish its busi- 
ness and its bustle. Yet to my rustic inexperience, 
the city seemed almost interminable ; and the rattling 
of the drays and carriages over the pavements, and the 
crowds of people in the streets, far exceeded all my 
previous notions of the busy confusion of a city. 

I had been in New York but two or three days, and 
was standing one forenoon by a triangular grass-plot, 
near the centre of the town, gazing at a fine building 
of white marble, which one of the passers-by told me 
was the City Hall, when suddenly I felt my arm rudely 
seized. I looked round, and with horror and dismay, 
I found myself in the gripe of general Carter, — the 
man who in South CaroHna had called himself my 
master ; but who, in a country that prided itself in the 
title of a Free State, ought no longer to have had any 
claim' upon me. 

Let no one be deceived by the false and boastful 
title which the northern states of the American Union 
have thought fit to assume. With what justice can 
they pretend to call themselves Free States, after having 
made a bargain with the slave-holders, by which they 
have bound themselves to deliver back again, into the 
hands of their oppressors, every miserable fugitive who 
takes refuge within their territory ? The good people 
of the free states have no slaves themselves. Oh no ! 
Slave-holding they confess, is a horrible enormity. 
They hold no slaves themselves ; they only act as bum- 
bailiffs and tip-staves to the slave-holders ! 
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My master, — for so even in the free city of New 
York I must continue to call him, — had seized me by 
one arm, and a friend of his held me by the other. 
He called me by name ; and in the hurry and confu- 
sion of this sudden surprise, I forgot for a moment, 
how impolitic it was for me to appear to know him. 
A crowd began to collect about us. When they heard 
that I was seized as a fugitive slave, some of them ap- 
peared not a little outraged at the idea that a white man 
should be subject to such an indignity. They seemed 
to think ♦hat it was only the black whom it was lawful to 
kidnap in this way. Such indeed is the untiring art- 
fulness of tyranny that it is ever nestling even in the 
bosoms of the free ; and there is not one prejudice, the 
offspring as all prejudices are, of ignorance and self- 
conceit, of which it has not well learned how to avail 
itself. 

Though several of the crowd did not scruple to use 
very strong expressions, they made no attempt to 
rescue me ; and I was dragged along towards that very 
-City Hall which I had just been admiring. I was car- 
ried before the sitting magistrate ; some questions were 
put and answered ; some oaths were sworn, and pa- 
pers written. I had not yet recovered from the first 
confusion of my seizure ; and this array of courts and 
constables was a horrid sort of danger to which I was 
totally unaccustomed, so that I scarcely know what was 
said or done. But to the best of my recollection the 
magistrate declined acting on the question ; though he 
consented to grant a warrant for detaining me in prison, ^ 
till I could be taken before some other tribunal. 
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The warrant was made out, and I was delivered 
over to an officer. The court-room was filled with the 
crowd, who had followed us from the street. They 
collected close about us, as we left the court-room ; and 
I could see by the expression of their faces, and the 
v?ords which some of them dropped, that they were very 
well inclined to favor my escape. At first, I seemed all 
submission to the officer ; — but we had gone but a very 
few steps, when with a sudden spring I tore myself 
from his grasp, and darted among the crowd, which 
opened to give me a passage. I heard noise, confusion 
and shouts behind me ; but in a moment, 1 had cleared 
the enclosure in which the City Hall stood, and cross- 
ing one of the streets by which it was bounded, I 
dashed down a narrow and crooked lane. The people 
stared at me as I ran, and some shouted stop thief ! One 
or two seemed half inclined to seize me ; but I turned 
one short corner and then another, and finding that I 
was not pursued, I soon dropped into a walk. 

For this escape I return my thanks, not to the law$ 
of New York, but to the good will of her citizens. 
The secret bias and selfish interest of the law-makers, 
often leads them wrong ; the unprompted and disinter* 
ested impulses of the people, are almost always right. 
It is true that the artful practice and cunning instigation 
of the purchased friends and bribed advocates of op- 
pression, joined to the interest which the thieves and 
pick-pockets of a great city always have in civil tumult 
and confusion, may now and then succeed in exciting 
the young, the ignorant, the thoughtless, fsnd the de- 
pra\^ed to acts of violence in favor of tyranny. But 
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HO congenial to the human heart Is the love of freedom, 
that it burns not brighter in the souls of sages and 
of heroes, than in the bosoms even of the most igno- 
rant and thoughtless, when not quenched by some ex- 
cited prejudice, base passion, or sinister influence. 

In my previous wanderings about the town, I had 
discovered the road that led northwardly out of it ; and 
I soon turned in that direction, determined to shake 
off from my feet, the very dust of a city, where I had 
been so near falling back again into the w'retched con- 
dition of servitude. 

I traveled all that day, — and at night, the inn-keeper, 
at whose house I lodged, told me that I was in the 
state of Connecticut. I now pursued my flight for 
several days, through a fine hilly and mountainous coun- 
try, such as I had never seen before. The nobleness 
of the prospect, the craggy rocks, and rugged hills, 
contrasted finely with the excellent cultivation of the 
valleys, and the universal thrift and industry of the 
inhabitants. Where freedom nerves the arm, it is in 
vain that rocks and hills of granite, oppose the labors 
of the cultivator. Industrious liberty teaches him the 
art to extract comfort, competence and wealth from a 
soil the most unwilling and ungrateful. 

I knew that Boston was the great sea-port of New 
England ; and thither I directed my steps, resolved 
to leave a land however otherwise inviting, whose law-s 
would not acknowledge me a freeman. As I approach- 
ed the town, the country lost much of its picturesque 
and hilly, grandeur ; but this was made up for by the 
greater beauty of its smoother and better cultivated 
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fields ; and by the pretty dwellings scattered so numer^- 
ously along the road, that the environs of the town 
seemed a continued village. The city itself, seated on 
hills, and seen for a considerable distance, gave a noble 
termination to the prospect. 

I crossed a broad river, by a long bridge, and soon 
entered the town ; but I did not stop to examine it. 
Liberty was too precious to be sacrificed to the grati- 
fication of an idle curiosity ; a New York mob had set 
me free ; a Boston mob might perhaps delight in the 
opportunity of restoring me to servitude. I found my 
way, as soon as the crooked and irregular streets vrould 
allow me, to the wharves. Many of the ships were 
stripped and rotting in the docks ; but after some search 
and inquiry, 1 found a vessel about to sail for Bordeaux. 
I offered myself as a sailor. The captain questioned 
me, and laughed heartily at my land-lubberly air, and 
rustic ignorance ; but finally he agreed to take me at 
half wages. He advanced mc a month's pay ; and 
the second mate who was a fine young fellow, and who 
seemed to feel for my lonely and helpless ignorance, 
assisted me in buying such clothes as would be neces- 
sary for the voyage. 

In a few days, our cargo was completed, and the ship 
was ready for sea. We dropped off from the wharf ; 
threaded our course amons; the numerous islets and 
headlands of Boston harbor ; passed the castle and the 
light-house ; sent off our pilot ; and with all sail set, 
and a smacking breeze, we left the town behind. 

As I stood upon the forecastle, and looked towards 
the land, which soon seemed but a little streak in the 
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horizon, and was fast sinking from our sight, I seemed 
to feel a heavy weight drop off me. The chains were 
gone. I felt myself a freeman ; and as I watched the 
fast receding shore my bosom heaved with a proud 
scorn, — a mingled feeling of safety and disdain. 

" Farewell my country !" — such were the thoughts 
that rose upon my mind, and pressed to find an utter- 
ance from my lips ; — " and such a country ! A land 
boasting to be the chosen seat of liberty and equa 
rights, yet holding such a portion of her people in hope- 
less, helpless, miserable bondage !" 

" Ffiiewell my country ! Much is the gratitude and 
thanks I owe- thee ! Land of the tyrant and the slave, 
Farewell !" 

" And welcome, welcome, ye bounding billows and 
foaming surges of the ocean ! Ye are the emblems and 
the children of liberty — I hail ye as my brothers ! — for, 
at last, 1 too am free ! — free ! — free !" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The favorable breezes, with which we had sot out, 
did not last long. The weather soon became tempestu- 
ous, and we were involved in fogs, and driven about by 
contrary winds. Our labors and hardships were very 
great ; but still I found a sort of pleasure in them. It 
was for myself that I toiled and suffered ; and that 
thojght gave me strength and vigor. 

I applied myself with the greatest zeal and good-will 
to learn the business of my profession. At first, my 
companions laughcfl at my ignorance and awkwardness, 
and were full ol their jokes and tricks upon xri. Bu: 
though rude and thoughtless, ihey were generous and 
good naturcd. In the very first week of our voyage, 
I had a fair fight wiili the bully of the ship. I whipped 
him soundly ; and the crew all agreed, that there was 
something in me. 

I was strong and active ; and as I made it a point to 
imitate whatever I saw done by any of the crew, I 
was surprised to find, in how short a time, I was able 
to run over the rigging and venture upon the yards. 
The maze of ropes and sea-terms that at first perplexed 
me, soon grew clear. Before we were across the 
ocean I could hand, reef, and steer with any man on 
board ; and the crew swore with one consent, that I 
was born to be a sailor. 

But I was not satisfied with setting sails and handling 
ropes. I wished to understand the art of navigation. 
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One of our crew was a young man of good education, 
who served before the mast, as is common with New 
Englanders, in expectation of presently commanding 
a ship himself. He had his books and liis instruments ; 
and as he had already been one or two voyages, he un- 
devstood pretty well, how to apply them, and used to 
keep a reckoning of the ship's course. This same 
young sailor, Tom Turner by name, was a fine, free- 
hearted fellow as ever lived ; but he was of a slight 
make, and his strength was not equal to his spirit. I 
had gained his good-will by standing by him in some of 
our fore-castle frolics ; and seeing how anxious I was 
to learn, he undertook to be my instructor. He put his 
navigator into my hand, and whenever it was my watch 
below, I was constantly poreing over it. At first, the 
whole matter seemed mighty mysterious. It was some 
time before I could see into it. But Tom, who had a 
fluent tongue, lectured and explained ; and I listened 
and studied ; and pretty soon, I began to understand it. 

All this time, we were beating about in the neigh- 
borhood of the banks if N<3wfoundland, and as we ex- 
perienced a constant succession of storms and contrary 
winds, wc made but little progress. We lost a couple 
of top-saMs and several of our spars ; and had been 
out some seventy days in very rough weather. 

I took k all kindly though ; I was in no hurry to get 
ashore. I had chosen the ocean for my country ; and 
when the winds roamed, the rigging rattled, and the tim- 
bers creaked, I only wrapped my monkey-jacket a 
little closer, braced myself against my sea-chest and 
studied my navigator ; — that is to say, if it happened 
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to be my watcb below ; for when upon deck, I was 
always ready at the first call, and was the firit to spring 
into the rigging. 

At last, the weather moderated, and wo made all 
sail for the coast of France. We had made the land, 
and were within a few leagues of our harbor, when an 
armed brig, with the British colors flying, bore down 
upon us, fired a shot a-head, and sent a boat's crew 
on board. 

In those days, American vessels were (]uite a2cus- 
tomed to such sort of visitations ; r.nd our captain did 
not seem to be much alarmed. But no sooner had the 
boat's officer reached our deck, than laying his hand 
upon his sword, he told the captain that he was a pris- 
oner. 

It seemed that while we were beating about on the 
Grand Bank, America, at last, bad screwed up. her cour- 
age, and had declared war against England. The armed 
brig was a British privateer, and v.'e were her prize. A.t 
first we were all ordered below ; but presently we were 
called up again, antl otTered the choice of enlisting on 
board the privatser or being carried prisoners into Eng- 
land. Near half our crew were what the sailors call 
Dutchmen, that is, people from the North Sea, or the 
coasts of the Baltic. These adventurers readily en- 
listed. Tom Turner was spokesman for the Ameri- 
cans ; and when called upon to follow this example, he 
told the lieutenant, in a tone so gruff as to be little 
better than a growl, thai " he would see him damned 
first." 

For myself, I felt no patriotic scruples. 1 had re- 



ARCIIY MOORE. 



151 



nounced my country ; if indeed that place can be iilly 
called one's country, which while it gives him birth, 
cuts him otr, by its wicked and unjust laws, from every 
thing that makes life worth having. Despite the mur- 
murs and hisses of my companions, I stepped forward 
and put my name to the shipping paper. Had they 
known my history, they would not have blamed me. 

After cruising for some time, without success, we 
returned to Liverpool to refit. Our crew was recruit- 
ed ; and we soon put to sea again. Cruising off the 
coast of France we took several prizes, but none of 
very great value. We now made sail for the West 
Indies ; and, in the neighborhood of the Bermudas, 
while close hauled to the wind and under easy sail, we 
discovered a vessel a-head, and gave chase. 

The chase slackened sail and waited for us to come 
up. This made us suppose that it might be a man-of- 
war ; and as we were more anxious for plunder than 
for fighting, we put up the helm, and bore away. 

The chase now made sail in pursuit ; and as she 
proved to be much the better sailer, she gained rapidly 
upon us. 

When we saw that there was no chance of escaping, 
we took in our l.^ht canvass, brought the vessel to, ran 
up the British flag, and cleared for action. 

The enemy was an armed and fast sailing schooner — 
an American privateer, as it proved, about a fair match 
for the brig, in point of size and armament, but in much 
finer trim, and most beautifully worked. She ran down 
upon us ; her crew gave three cheers ; and shooting 
across our bows, she gave us a broad-side that did 



152 



MEMOIRS OF 



much execution. She tacked and manoeuvered till she 
gained a favorable position, and then poured in her fire 
with such steadiness, that she seemed all a-blaze. Her 
guns were well shotted, and well aimed, and did serious 
damage. Our captain and first lieutenant were soon 
wounded and disabled. We paid back the enemy as 
well as we could ; but our men dropped fast ; and our 
fire began to slacken. The schooner's bow-sprit got 
fast in our main rigging, and directly we heard the cry 
for the boarders. We seized our pikes, and prepared 
to receive them ; but a party of the enemy soon got a 
footing on board the brig ; wounded the only officer on 
deck ; and drove our men frightened and confused to- 
wards the fore-castle. 

I saw our danger and the idea of falling again into 
the hands of the tyrants from whom I had escaped, 
summoned back my ebbing courage. I seemed lo feel 
a more than human energy springing up uithin me. I 
put myself at the head of our yielding and dispirited 
crew, and fought with all the frantic valor of a mad 
hero of romance. 1 struck down two or three of the 
foremost of the enemy ; and as they quailed and shrunk 
before me, I cheered and encouraged my companions, 
and called on them to charge. My example seemed to 
inspire them. They rallied at once, and rushed for- 
ward with new courage. They drove the enemy before 
them ; tumbled some into the sea ; and pressed the 
others back into their own vessel. 

Nor did our success slop here. We boarded in our 
turn ; and the decks of the schooner saw as bloody a 
battle as had been fought on those of the brig. The 
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fortune of the fight still ran in our favor, and we soon 
drove the enemy to take refuge on their quarter-deck. 
We called to them to surrender ; — but their captain 
waving his bloody sword, sternly refused. He encour- 
aged his men to charge once more ; and rushed furi- 
ously upon us. His cutlass clashed against my pike, 
and flew from his hand. He slipped, and fell upon the 
deck ; and in a moment, my weapon was at his breast. 

He cried for quarter. I thought I knew his face. 

" Your name," I asked. 

" Osborne !" 

" Jonathan Osborne late commander of the Two 
Sallys ?" 

The same !" 

" Then die ; — a wretch like you deserves no mercy !" 
and as I spoke I plunged the weapon to his heart, and 
felt thrilling to the very elbow-joint, the pleasurable 
sense of doing justice on a tyrant ! 

But justice ought never to be sullied by passion, — 
and if possible, should be unstained with blood. If in 
my feelings at that moment, there was something noble, 
there was far too much of savage fury and passionate 
revenge. Yet from what I then felt, I can well under- 
stand the fierce spirit and ferocious energy of the slave, 
who vindicates his liberty at the sv*'ord's point, and who 
looks upon the slaughter of his opp' essors almost as a 
debt due to humanity. 

The crew no sooner saw their captain slain, than 
they threw down their arms and cried for quarter. The 
schooner was ours, and a finer vessel never sailed the 
seas. 
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Every officer on board the brig was wounded. AH 
confessed that the capture of the prize was, in a great 
measure, due to me ; and with the approbation of all 
the crew, I was put on board as prize-master. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

We had a short passage to Liverpool. The schoon- 
er was condemned as a prize, and was bought in by the 
owners of the brig. They fitted her out as a privateer ; 
and as they had been informed liovv large a sliare I had 
in her capture, they offered me the command of her. 
I readily accepted it ; and having selected an experi- 
enced old sailor for my first lieutenant, I soon collected 
a crew and set sail. 

The cruising ground which I preferred, was the 
coast of America. Off the harbor of Boston, we were 
so lucky as to fall in with, and make prize of a home- 
ward bound East-Indiaman, with a very valuable cargo 
of teas and silks. We put a prize-crew on board and 
sent her off for Liverpool, where she arrived safely, and 
produced us a very handsome sum in prize-money. We 
now stood to the southward ; and for a month or two, 
we cruised off the capes of Virginia. As we kept well 
»R to the coast, we often made the land ; and I never 
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saw it without feeling a strong inclination to send a 
boat's crew ashore, and to kidnap from their beds, 
such of the nearest planters as I could lay my hands 
upoix. But I did not think it prudent to attempt the 
carrying into execution, this piece of experimental in- 
struction, of which the Virginians stand so much in 
need. 

My cruising adventures, chases and escapes would 
iill a volume ; — but they are little to my present pur- 
pose. Suffice it to say, that while the war lasted I 
kept the seas ; and when it ended, most reluctantly I left 
them. My shave in the prizes we had taken, rendered 
me wealthy, — at least what the moderation of my 
wishes made me esteem so. But what was to supply 
the ever varying stimulus and excitement, which till 
now, had sustained me, and prevented my mind from 
preying on itself, and poisoning my peace with bitter 
recollections ? The images of my wife, my child, and 
of the friend to whom I owed so much, often, on my 
voyages, flitted mournfully across my mind ; but the 
cry of ' sail ahead' would call off my thoughts, and 
dissipate my incipient melancholy in the bustle of ac- 
tion. But now that I was on shore, homeless, alone, 
a stranger, with nothing to occjpy my mind, — the 
thoughts of those dear sufferers haunled me continually. 
The very first thing I did, was to find out a trusty 
agent whom I might send in search of them. Such an 
one I found. I gave him all the information which might 
promote the object of his mission ; I allowed him an un- 
limited credit on my banker ; and stimulated his zeal by 
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a handsome advance, and the promise of a still larger 
reward, if he succeeded in the object of his mission. 

He sailed for America by the first opportunity ; and 
1 consoled myself with the hope that his search would 
be successful. In the mean time, to have some occu- 
pation that might keep off anxious doubts and trouble- 
some anxieties, I applied myself to study. When a 
child, I had a fondness for reading, and an ardent love 
' of knowledge. This love of knowledge, the accursed 
discipline of servitude had stifled and kept under, 
but had not toially extinguished. I was astonished to 
find it still so strong. Having once turned mj'- atten- 
tion that way, my mind drahk in all sorts of informa- 
tion, as the thirsty earth imbibes the rain. I might 
rather be said to devour books, than to read them. I 
scarcely gave myself time to sleep. No sooner had I 
finished one, than I hurried to another with restless in- 
quietude. I read on without selection or discrimina- 
tion. It was a long time before I learned to compare, 
to weigh, and to judge. It happened to me as it has 
happened to mankind in general. In my anxiety to 
know, I was ready to take every thing on trust ; and 1 
did not stop to distinguish between what was fact, and 
what was fiction. But while I allowed an abundance 
of folly and falsehood to bo palmed upon me under the 
sober disguise of truth, I had but litde taste for writers 
professedly imagitiiitive. I could not understand why 
they wrote, or what they aimed at. I despised the poets ; 
but voyages, travels, histories and narratives of every 
sort, I devoured with undistinguishing voracity. Timo 
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and reflection have since enabled me to extract some- 
thing of truth and philosophy from these chaotic acqui- 
sitions. 

For a while, my studies had much the same stimulat- 
ing and exciting effect with my former activity. They 
raised my spirits, and enabled me to bear up under the 
discouraging advices which I received from America. 
But they palled at last ; — and when my agent returned 
with the disastrous information, that all his searches had 
been unavailing, I found no support under the bitter 
grief that overwhelmed me. 

From such information as my agent had been able to 
obtain, it appeared that Mrs Montgome.y, Cassy's 
mistress, had become security to a large amount for 
that brother of hers, by whose advice and agency she 
managed her afiairs. That broiher was a planter ; and 
among the American planters, the passion for gambling 
is next to universal, — for it is one of the few excite- 
ments by which they are able to relieve the listless and 
wearisome indolence of their useless lives. Mrs 
Montgomery's broiher was a gambler, and an unsuc- 
cessful one. Having ruined himself, he began to prey 
upon his sister. Besides embezzling all such money 
of hers as he could lay his hands upon, — and as he had 
the entire management of her affairs, her income was 
much at his disposal, — he induced her, under various 
pretences, to put her name lo bonds and notes to a large 
amount. On these notes a.id bonds suits were com- 
menced ; but this, her broiher who strove to defer the 
disclosure of his villainies as long as possible, took care 
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to conceal from her ; and the first thing she knew of the 
matter, her entire property was seized on excnition. 

Among lier other chattels, my wife and child were 
sold, — for it is the law and the practice of America 
to sell women and children to pay the dehis of a 
gambler ; 

Cassy and her infant had fallen into the hands of a 
gentleman, — such is the American phrase, — who fol- 
lowed the lucrative and respectable business of a slave- 
trader. My agent no sooner learned his name, than he 
set out in pursuit of him. But he found that the man 
had been dead for a year or two ; and that he had left 
no papers behind him, from which might be traced the 
history of his slave-trading expeditions. Not yet dis- 
couraged, my agent traveled over the entire route, which 
he was told the deceased slave-trader liad usuallv fol- 
lowed. He even succeeded in getting some trace of 
the very gang of slaves which had been purchased 
*at the sale of Mrs Montgomery's property. He 
tra ked them from village to village, till he brought 
them to Augusta in the slate of Georgia, — bn here he 
lost sight of ihcni altogether. This town is or was, 
one of the great marts of the American slave-trade ; 
and here in all probability, the slaves wcM'e sold ; but 
to whom, it was 'mpossible to discover. 

Thus baffled in his search, my agent had recourse to 
adverlisemeuts in the newspapers, in which the person 
of niy wife was particularly described, mention was 
made of the name of her late owner, and a very 
generous reward was olFercd to any one who would give 
information where she or her cliild was to be found. 
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These advertisements brought him an abundance of 
communications, but none to the purpose ; and after 
having spent near two years in the search, he gave it 
up, at last, as unavailing. 

or Thomas he could learn nothing, except that gen- 
eral Carter had never retaken him. A man of his 
figure and appearance had heen occasionally seen, trav- 
ersing the woods of that neighborhood, and lurking 
about the plantations ; and it seemed not unlikely that 
he was still alive, and the leader of some band of run- 
aways. Such was the information which my agent 
brought me. 

While he remained in America, however little en- 
couragement his letters gave, still I could hope. 
But now, the last staff of consolation was plucked 
from under me. Of what availed it, that 1 had myself 
shaken ofl' the chains, which were still hanging, and 
perhaps with a weigiit so much the heavier, to the 
friend of my heart, to the wife of my boson!, to the 
dear, dear infant, the child of my love ? The curse of 
tyranny indeed is multifold ; — nay, infinite ! — It blasted 
me across the broad Atlantic ; and when I thought of 
Gassy fud my boy, 1 shrunk and treiublcd as if again 
the irons ere upon me, and the bloody lash cracking 
about my head ! — Almighty God ! why hast thou cre- 
ated beings capable of so much misery ! 

I recovered slowly from the shock, which at first had 
quite unmanned me. But though I. regained some de- 
gree of composure, it was in vain that I courted any 
thing like enjoyment. A worm was knawing at my 
heart which would not be appeased. Never was there 
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a bosom more inclined llian mine to the gentle pleasures 
of domestic life. But I found only torture in the re- 
coHection'that I was a husband and a father. Oh, had 
my wife and my dear boy been with me, in what a sweet 
retirement 1 could have spent my days, ever finding a 
new relish for present bliss in the recollection of ills 
endured and miseries escaped ! 

The sense of loneliness which oppressed me, and the 
, bitter thoughts and hateful images that were ever crowd- 
ing on my mind, made my life an irksome burden, and 
drove me to seek relief In the excitements of travel. I 
visited every coimlry in Europe, and sought occupation 
and amusement in examining their scheme of society, 
and studying their laws and manners. I traversed 
Turkey and the regions of the East, once tho seats of 
art and opulenc^, but long since ruined by the heavy 
hand of tyranny, and the ever renewed extortions of 
military pillage. I crossed the Persian deserts, and 
saw in India ci hew and better civilization slowly rising 
upon the ruins of the old. 

The interest 1 felt in the oppressed and unfortunate 
race, with which, upon the mother's side 1 am con- 
nected, carried me again across the ocean. I have 
climbed the lofiy crests of the Andes, and wandered 
among the flowery forests of Brazil. 

Everywhere 1 have seen the hateful empire of aris- 
tocratic usurpation, lording it with a high hand, over the 
lives, the liberty and the happiness of men. But every 
where, or almost every where, I have seen the bonds- 
men beginning to forget the base lore of traditionary 
subs':rviencyj and already feeling the impulses and lisp- 
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ing in the language of freedom. I have seen it every 
where ; — every where, except in my native America. 

There are slaves in many oiher countries ; but no 
where else is oppression so heartless and unrelenting. 
No where else, has tyranny ever assumed a shape so 
fiendish. No where else is it of all the world beside, 
the open aim of the laws, and the professed purpose of 
the njasters, to blot out the intellects of half the popu- 
lation, and to extinguish at once and forever, both the 
capacity and the hoj)e of freedom. 

In catholic Brazil, — in the Spanish islands, where 
one might expect to find tyranny aggravated by igno- 
rance and superstition, the slave is still regarded as a 
man, and as entitled to something of human sympathies- 
He may kneel at the altar by his master's side ; and 
he may hear the catholic priest proclaiming boldly from 
his pulpit, the sacred truth that all men are equal. He 
iiiay find consolation and support in the hope of one 
day becoming a freeman. He may purchase iiis liberty 
witii money ; if barbarously and unreasonably punish- 
ed he may dcmiuid it as his legal right ; he may expect 
it from the gratitude or the generosity of his master ; 
or from the conscience-stricken liictalcs of his priest- 
alionded licath-bu'd. Whru he becomes a iVecman, he 
has a freeman's ridits, and enjnys a real and practical 
equality, at the mere mention of which, the prating and 
prejudiced Americans arc filled with creej)ing horror, 
and passionate in.dignation. 

Slavery, in those countries, by the force of causes 
now in operation, is fast a]){)roaching to its end ; and 
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let ihe African slave-trade be once totally abolished, 
and before the end of half a century, there will not a 
slave be found in either Spanish or Portuguese America. 

It is in the United States alone, thai country so apt 
to claim a monopoly of freedom, that the spirit of 
tyranny still soars boldly triumphant, and disdains even 
the most distant thought of limitation. Here alone, of 
all the world beside, oppression riots unchecked by 
fear of God or sympathy for man. 

To add the last security to despotism, the American 
slave-holders, while they fiercely refuse to relinquish 
the least tittle of their whip-wielding authority, have 
deprived themselves, by special statute, of the power 
of emancipation, and have thus most artfully and in- 
dustriously closed up the last loop-hole, through which 
Hope might look in upon their victims I 

And thou my child ! — These are the mercies to 
which thy youth is delivered over ! Perhaps already 
the spirit of manhood is extinguished w-ithin thee ; 
already perhaps the frost of servitude has nipped thy 
budding soul, and left it blasted, — worthless. No 
oh no ! — It ought not, must not, cannot, shall no. 
be so ! Child I thou hast yet a father ; — one who 
has not forgotten, and who will not forsake thee. Thy 
need is great — and great shall be his ejSbrts ; — that love 
is little worth which disappointment tires or danger 
daunts. 

Yes ; — I have resolved it. I will revisit America, 
and through the length and the breadth of the land, 1 will 
search out my child. I will snatch him from the op-? 



ARCHY MOORE. 



163 



pressor's grasp, or perish in the attempt. Should I be 
recognized and seized ? It is not in vain that i have 
read the history of tiie Romans ; — 1 know a way to dis- 
appoint the tyrants ; the guilt be on their heads ! I 
cannot be a slave the second time. 



FINIS. 



